“UNIFORM, 


ISSUE TWENTY-SEVEN 


Warning 

This magazine is not to be sold to 

persons under 18. 

Potential purchasers are advised 
rich hu 


ing 
ts of corporal 


Display out of the reach of 


NOT TO BE SOLD TO PERSONS UNDER EIGHTEEN £7 


DID YOU GET IT?? 


If you didn't you soon will, because all the back 
numbers of your favourite magazines BLUSHES, 
SUPPLEMENT, UNIFORM GIRLS and WHISPERS 
are still available. Just send to the 
address below, we'll also send you some amazing 
special offers. 


What's Available 


BLUSHES No.1 to No.35 £6 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.1 to No.14 £5 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.15 to No.22 £6 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.1 to No.10 £5 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.11 to No.20 £6 each 
WHISPERS No.1 to No.7 £5 each 


Post within Europe is free (Outside Europe add £1 per item). 
We try for return of post and certainly send under 
plain cover. 

Make Cheques and PO's payable to: 
‘PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 


UNIFORM 27 


CONTENTS 


Join the Dots 

Wanton Wanda 

Sergeant Priscilla Winbury on Parade 
A Medic And A Nurse 

А Gentleman's Pleasures 

Best Medicine 

Uniform Girls 


All trade and retail enquiries to: 

Magg Distributions, 15 Wastdale Road, 
Forest Hill, London SE23 IHN 

NO CALLERS 


All photos are posed by models, professional or otherwise, over the age of 18, none of the contents of this magazine are intended to con- 
done or encourage sexual coercion. Stories and articles represent fictional situations only, reader's letters should be regarded as legitimate 
comment reflecting the writer's views alone. All material in this publication is of UK origin and is printed in the UK. 


AT THE THIRD STROKE 


‘Sally! Come in here!’ She scuttled 
into the office, her heartbeat 
already rising. “This is a telex from 
Mr Marshall; and he is very an- 
noyed!’ Sally pursed her lips. She 
couldn't think why Mr Marshall 
should have been in touch...about 
her. What on earth had she done 
wrong now? 


"You remember that conference 
call to New York, yesterday after- 
noon?' Sally nodded. It had been 
her last major job of the day. 'What 
happened at the end of it?' Sally 


suddenly remembered. The call 
had lasted ages, and she had slip- 
ped out to make some coffee; then 
Mr Jones in Personnel had seen her 
in the corridor about a file; and 
after that... well...it had been time 
to go home... 


“You left the line open, didn’t you? 
And open it remained until the In- 
ternational Operator rang Head Of- 
fice to check!’ Sally's manager 
stood up, and briskly cleared his 
desk-top, collecting the paperwork 
and placing it in a neat pile above 
a filing cabinet. ‘The line was open 
for almost three hours...three 
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hours! You do realise how much 
they will cost the company?' Sally 
had a very good idea of how 
much...and how much it was like- 
ly to cost her, as well. 'Bend over 
the desk, Sally. You know the 
drill.' Hurriedly, she leaned across 
the length of the desk, on tip-toe, 
expecting the worst. She certainly 
knew the drill; it had been only a 
matter of a week or so since...her 
manager hitched up her skirt, and 
pulled her panties down, right 
down to her knees, baring her big, 
pale, trembly bottom 


'Before we continue, I have two 
calls for you to make; but you can 
stay exactly where you are as you 
make them." 


Sally stared at the man in blank 
amazement, and then at the two 
telephones on the desk, just a few 
inches from where she was lying. 
‘First, dial Head Office, а ask for 
Mr Marshall.’ $ ten- 
sion on the internal exchange. Ner- 
vously she dialled the three digits, 
finding it difficult to hold the 
receiver while lying flat across a 
desk, her bare bottom in mid-air 
The connection was made, and Mr 
Marshall's secretary answered 
"Mr... Mr Marshall...please...' There 
were a few more clic nd then 
the Managing Director answered 


'He..he wants to...to speak to 

Her manager took the 
er from her. 'Open your legs, 
Sally.' She shuffled a little, parting 
her legs until her panties restricted 
her movement. He moved the 
receiver further along the desk-top 
and placed the hand-set inside the 
little tangle of white fabric. Poor 
Sally tried to see exactly what was 
happening, but it was so difficult 
to see, lying there...’ use the other 
phone, young lady, and dial an out- 
side line; then 8081.' Again she 
twisted round to look up at him. 
"The..the speaking clock? He 
nodded. ‘Yes. That's right. Mr Mar- 
shall feels quite rightly that you 
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ought to be taught a lesson about 
time.' She dialled, and waited, and 
then the speaking clock clicked iı 
to action with its precise repet 
cold tones. 'At the third stroke. 
From his desk drawer, just next to 
where young Sally was lying, her 
manager took out his cane; the one 
issued by Mr Marshall, to be used 
on errant secretaries whenever it 
was called for.' 'Put the clock up 
on the amplifier.' Sally fumbled for 
the button and pressed it, and then 
the tones of the speaking clock 
began to echo around the small 
office. 
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The man stepped back, resting the 
thin cane across Sally's quivering 
pink buttocks, judging his po: 
“Mr Marshall is most concerned 
about your negligent use of his time 
and his moncy; the cost of these 
calls and the New York call will be 
deducted from your wages.' He 
paused, and listened to the 
telephone voice, still droning on. 
He tapped the cane lightly across 
Sally's bottom, watching it wobble. 
,lthink we are ready. Take 
hold of the edge of the desk, please 
Sally.' Sally closed her eyes, held 
on tight, and listened. 


A few miles away Mr Marshall turn- 
ed up his amplifier, and listened in- 
tently. He could hear the speaking 
clock and he could also hear the 
faint rustle of flimsy material. That 
wasn't all, however — 


‘At the third stroke...” WHACK! 
'Aaagh! ‘...It will be four...’ 
WHACK! ‘Ooooh’ '...thirty-two....' 
WHACK! 'Oooowww!' ‘...and ten 
seconds. WHACK! Mr Marshall 
heard every sound, including the 
frightened yelps of the young 
secretary. ‘Precisely.’ he said to 
himself, and poured himself 
another scotch. 


It would take just one minute to 
teach that young timewaster a 
lesson she would never forget. One 
very long minute! And his minute 
was yet to come! 
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Another weary duty over, th 
Wanda, tired after a long d. 
sei ‚ slumped into an easy 
spread her long limbs out before her. 
She eased the starchy uniform up the 
slopes of her thighs and sighed con- 
tentedly. The door opened but she did 
not bother to cover herself. Why should 
she? Only female nurses were allow- 
ed in this rest room and anyway, she 
reasoned, she had the best legs in the 
whole hospital. 


*Don't let Sister see you displaying 
yourself like that,” another nurse of her 
set advised with a grin. 


They were used to Wanda and her ap- 
parent disregard for hospital discipline. 


‘Sod Sister. I'm off duty now," Wan- 
da lit a cigarette. 


To show her complete indifference to 
Sister, Wanda hitched the hem up a lit- 
tle further and exposed her brief white 
panties, and even these were 
diaphonous where the gusset covered 
the pubic nest. Rich clustered hair was 
easily revealed now through the flim- 
sy material. 


*Honestly Wanda,' her special friend 
remonstrated. 


“Now what's the matter?’ the lovely 
girl pretended surprise. 


“Just look at you,’ the red faced col- 
league scolded lightly. 


"Help yourself,” Wanda purposefully 
misinterpreted the other girl's shock. 


‘Lord, if Sister walked in, she'd give 
you help herself,’ her friend 
grimmaced. 


‘If Sister's got nothing better to do than 
to come in to our rest room then she 
would be better employed getting 
herself another position,” Wanda pulled 
a face to show her disrespect for her 
superior. 


*Lordie though, I'd just love to have 
her hear now, I could do with 
somebody to help me get this itch out 
of my panties,' she laughed when she 
saw the look of shocked misbelief cross 
her friend's face 


It was just Wanda's way. She loved to 
shock and she could do it with practis- 
ed ease. The trouble was that she did 
have an exceptionally attractive body 
and now she was exposing the lower 
half to all and sundry who cared to 
walk in. 


She lazily stood on her feet and then 
lifted her uniform again. 


‘Do I have nice legs Sandy?” she asked. 


“Wanda, for pity's sake. Just look at 
you,' the red faced girl gasped. 


*No come on, tell me. Do I have nice 
legs...and how about the side view," 
she turned her body and lifted the 


skirted uniform a little more so that her 
right bottom was now to be seen. 
‘How about this side?" 


She turned and the uniform climbed 
even higher, and as her soul mate wat- 
ched, so Wanda turned and showed off 
the whole area of her panty covered 
nates. А smile of happy pleasure fill- 
ed her face as she watched, over her 
shoulder, her friend's incredulous and 
misbelieving features. ‘Oh yes. Very 
nice,' a different voice snapped. 


It was Sister who had entered the room 
swiftly and without giving Wanda even 
half a chance to recover her modesty. 


*Report to my office after duty tomor- 
row Miss,’ Sister snapped. 


Wanda hastily covered herself but still 
managed to stick her tongue out at the 
closed door when Sister had gone from 
it and then she put two fingers up to 
emphasise her apparent nonchalence at 
the ominous threat. 


*Oh Wanda, that really has torn it. She 
will certainly mark you down now,’ the 
worried friend told her. 


“Look. I'm not of the same class as half 
the high and mighty do-gooders that are 
in this hospital. But she can’t fault me 
on my nursing ability. I know that; you 
know it and so does Sister. I might not 
come up to their puritanical ideals, but 
I am a good nurse and any patient will 
tell you so,' she snapped. 


It was true and her colleague could only 
nod her head in agreement. One thing 
Wanda most certainly could claim and 
that she was Grade A as far as nursing 
was concerned. She could analyse a 
situation quicker than most and she 
never panicked in a state of emergency. 


‘Come on Sister,’ the shapely young 
nurse pleaded under her breath. The 
duty was over and Wanda, after tak- 
ing the shower had changed into her 
clean uniform and underclothes. She 
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had a date with a smashing Medic that 
afternoon and she wanted to get herself 
ready. The Sister's office had been 
locked. 


“She might be forever,’ Wanda mut- 
tered. ‘Bloody cheek to keep a nurse 
waiting like this, especially after duty 
too." 


Her face turned first one way and then 
the other. 


For the umpteenth time, Wanda glanc- 
ed at her watch which was pinned to 
the pocket that covered her ample 
breast. At long last, she heard the tell 
tale footsteps coming round the corner 
at the end of the corridor. 


“About bloody time too,’ she said under 
her breath. 


Sister showed her displeasure by the 
thunderous look on her face. She gave 
Wanda a withering look and then 
unlocked the door. With her head she 
indicated for Wanda to go in. For the 
first time, Wanda began to have doubts 
about her position as far as Sister was 
concerned. This was a different attitude 
than the one she usually got from the 
blonde Sister. There rarely had been 
a malice in the senior when she had 
gently chided the shapely young girl 
because she was tolerant of the girl; but 
now all that tolerance had gone and in 
its place was a decidedly angry an- 
noyance. ‘Wanda, I have always ac- 
cepted your exuberant character as part 
of high spirits,’ she started. 


“But I came looking for you yesterday 
because other рї ave reported that 
you seem to be going out of your way 
to make life difficult when they are 
working with them. I am not faulting 
your work but I am certainly perturb- 
ed when Matron comes at me and I get 
a balling out because I cannot control 
my staff." 


Wanda blinked in genuine surprise. 
Alright, so she upset one or two of the 
little darlings in the ward and she had 
always made patients laugh with her at- 
titude to other not so naturally talented 
nurses, but this was a complete surprise 
to her. 


*And when I eventually trace you down 
what do I see?' Sister had obviously 
been witnessing her whole show. “You 
behaving like a tart...a slut,’ Sister was 
disgusted and it showed. 


“But it was only in fun Sister,” Wanda 
blushed and her voice was a limp soun- 
ding tone for an excuse. 


Sister sat back in her chair and stared 
unbelievingly at the shapely girl in fron 
of her. 


‘Fun? Wanda, you are a nurse,’ she 
reminded her. ‘Behaving like a gutter 
snipe tart is not my idea of fun,’ she 


snapped. 


‘I’m sorry Sister,’ she again sounded 
very unconvincing. 


‘No you are not Wanda,’ Sister was 


prepared to argue. ‘You accept my le- 
nience as a way of life. But now others 
are complaining. Matron of all people 
giving me a real balling out. And I had 
no defence,’ she spat. 


Wanda for the first time squirmed. 


‘I really am very sorry Sister,’ and she 
meant it. ‘Should I ask for an interview 
with Matron and try to tell her that it 
is all my own fault?" 


*No, don't you dare,' Sister hastened 
to squash such a thought. 


‘And what was all that business of 
‘wishing Sister was there so that you 
could get the itch out of your panties?" 
Sister's eyes showed her anger. Now 
Wanda really was surprised. She nad 
never thought that her superior had 
heard that remark. This was worse than 
awful. 


“It was a joke sister,’ her voice did not 
have that cheeky tone now. 


“Pity, because I think that is just what 
I am going to do." 


Wanda's staring eyes looked back at 
the seated Sister and her mouth came 
open just as her self wilpower did. Her 
armour had been pierced and it was 
found to be lacking. She discovered 
that she was defenceless against this 
sort of onslaught. And such was her 


surprise, when Sister beckoned with 
her index finger, Wanda's feet started 
slowly to walk towards the seated 
austere woman 


‘So. You like showing off your legs do 
you?' the Sister's face was revealing 
the triumph of her inner mind. 'Lift 
your dress up out of the way and let 
Sister see at close quarters what love- 
ly legs you have got, her mouth 
twisted in a vengeful line. 


Wanda felt something inside her 
crumbling as helplessly, obediently she 
raised the white lower half of her 
uniform. Her eyes did not leave the 
Sister's face for one minute. And then 
Sister was lowering the girls panties. 
This was humiliating and too shameful 
for words. It could not be happening 
but all too soon, Wanda stood, panties 
down to the tops of her black stockings 
and Sister was actually able to study 
the ‘itching’ area of Wanda's body! 


The standing girl received a shocked 
surprise too when Sister's cool hands 
went round her to feel the spongey 
cheeks of her bottom. Feeling, caress- 
ing and generally mauling the plump 
balls of fleshy nates. 


‘Now I think a really good spanking 
is in order. What do you say Wanda?" 


Sister goaded Wanda's humiliation 
further. 


‘1...1 don't know, Sister,’ the girl 
wailed. 


"Then we must find out mustn't we?" 


Then to the girl’s utter surprise, she 
found sisters hand guiding her body by 
a strong grip on her right arm into the 
over the knee position and Wanda was 
still bare arsed! Sister was gratified to 
hear a soft complaining and confused 
moan. 


“This should have happened a long time 
аро,’ the blue uniformed doyen of nur- 
sing said. 


“Please Sister, please...oh please,’ was 
all Wanda could manage. 


It was all too shameful to be laying 
across Sister’s lap like this knowing too 
that Sister was getting quite a kick out 
of getting her well deserved revenge 
on this nuisance. 


‘Probably you think that you are too 
big to have a little girl spanking, do 
you?’ Sister asked as her hands con- 
stantly stroked and enjoyed the freedom 
of the superb bottom. 


"Yes, I do think so Sister,’ Wanda 
responded limply. 


‘Then I am about to enlighten you 
young lady. You most certainly are not 
too big and here is the proof." 


Spank...spank...spank...spank... 


Wanda felt the tingling sensation of the 
smacking palm from the word go and 
she was unable to move for a while 
because the surprise of heat striking 
through her bottom was a total 
unknown quality to her before this mo- 
ment. It was the first time in all her life 
that she had been spanked and certainly 
the first time that her panties had been 
hauled down for such an occasion. She 
could not jump up onto her feet because 
her back had Sister’s hand pressing it 
into a very still position, so she kick- 
ed her feet about instead. The panties 
just surrendered to the constant piston- 
ing legs and slipped lower and lower 
until the ankles were entrapped in the 
tight bridge of cloth, but still the stock- 
inged thighs changed shape in a cons- 
tant rhythm of thrusting movement. 


‘That’s the way my girl, you wriggle,” 
an unsympathetic tone snapped. When 
Wanda thought to put her hand behind 
her to shield off the palm spanking 
down in a steady tattoo, she felt it 
grabbed tightly and jerked up to the 
small of her back. 


‘Now you will have something to tell 
your friend’s won’t you. In the ward 
when you are belittling junior 
nurses...we must see that the others get 
to know that Wanda has had her pan- 
ties taken down and her bottom given 
a good spanking by Sister. That should 
give the patients some amusement 
shouldn't it?’ 


Spank...spank...spank... 


‘No Sister...please...ahhhh...please my 
bottom...its hurting too much... 
mmmmf’ she started at long last to 
release the pent up flood of tears that 
had threatened to breach the damn of 
her eyes. 


Her body yanked about as the tireless 
Sister belaboured the now very scarlet 
moons dancing about under the direct 
stinging force. 


Not one little bit of the shapely plump 
cheeks had been ignored. Tops and bot- 
toms of the arse itself had been well 
and truly punished. 


*Now get on your feet,” Sister spoke 
with a voice of shame at the young 
nurse. 


Wanda stood and tears streamed down 
her twisted face. The seated 
authoritarian was prepared to wait, and 
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in tum Wanda could sense the sheer hot 
hell filling the cheeks of what she had 
always considered her shapely bottom. 


“Now Wanda,’ Sister's voice was level, 
very calm indeed. ‘I want you to strip 
everything off." 


Wanda’s eyes just looked at the other 
woman in sheer misbelief. 


“Everything sister?” her voice was a 
strangled sound of shame. 


“Every stitch. Stockings, suspenders, 
brassiere...you know, everything,’ 
Sister sneered contemptuously. 


Wanda’s finger trembled uncon- 
trollably as she eased the garments un- 
willingly from her superb torso. She 
could not believe this thing was hap- 
pening to her and then awkwardly, 
deeply embarrassed, she was standing 
there stark naked. 


‘Hand on your head Wanda,’ Sister ac- 
tually sounded as though she was en- 
joying all this performance now. 


Acutely aware of her own wret- 
chedness, Wanda obediently struck the 
proper posture of a naughty young 
woman and Sister was able to really 
study the full revealation of Wanda's 
natural assets. Further more, Sister 
seemed to be in no hurry to release the 
waiting girl from that position. 


*Now you tell me how Sister can help 
relieve you of the itch you had?’ 


“Oh Lord, please no...no, Sister,’ she 
sobbed in a choking voice. 


As Wanda stood now feeling more 
defenceless than ever, she felt the soft 
hand that same hand that had caused 
havoc with her bottom now stroking up 
her thighs. Because she had been so 
properly disciplined, she found she had 
no recourse to complain and felt that 
she just had to stand there and let the 
wandering hand roam where it liked. 
The inner thighs were delightful to the 
touch, Sister decided so stroked higher 
and higher getting closer and closer to 
that spot that Wanda had boasted she 
would like the sister to eradicate and 
all she could do was to grit her teeth, 
blush furiously and accept the caress- 
ing sensations of heat now pulsating 
through her thighs and vulva. 


“Quite warm here aren't we?” Sister 
sounded surprised. 


Wanda was very conscious how warm 


she felt between her legs and she was 
also very damp! As fingers gently 
plucked, felt and stroked so Wanda’s 
confusion grew deeper and deeper as 
did her frustrations. She mewed and 
she moaned but still the fingers were 
able to scratch the itch! As the caress- 
ing progressed so Wanda found her 
natural distaste for this sort of thing 
decreasing faster and faster until she 
was thrusting her pelvis towards the 
fingers busily playing with her 
overheated sex. 


‘TIl give you itch young lady,’ Sister 
seethed as she dug two fingers slowly 
and deeply into the receptive chasm of 
the forward thrusting pelvis. 


‘Please Sister...oh please, please don't 
stop,” Wanda gasped. 


The seated senior looked at the excited 
girl through half closed lids...if Wan- 
da thought that by co-operating and 
pretending that she liked this then the 
older woman was going to prove her 
wrong. 


“Now admit that you are not too big to 
have your bottom smacked. 


“No, I am not too big Sister... am not 
too big to have my bottom spanked 
whenever I am naughty,’ Wanda hap- 
pily responded. 


It seemed that the decreasing heat on 
the skin of her bum was now joining 
in the same heated passion being stok- 
ed up between her legs. It was all very 
confusing but it was also very, very 
nice! 


‘Then I shall give you some more 
before you ро,’ Sister told her. 


"Thank you, Sister...oh please don't 
stop...not yet,’ the throbbing girl 
moaned as sheer delightful waves of 
extraordinary delight eddyed through 
her quim. 


Sister took her time fingering, feeling 
and stroking the now very randy nurse, 
and then she hauled her half willing tor- 
so across her lap... 


“You deserve this,’ she repeated. 


‘I do. I do,’ wailed Wanda as the 
restroked heat on the skin of her bot- 
tom was regenerated. 


A medic, waiting somewhere in a quiet 
spot of the hospital was most puzzled 
when even after half an hour waiting 
that afternoon she had not turned up. 


"What d'you think, Sergeant? 
Priscilla..." 


Major Forcett meant the document 
on the desk in front of them. It was 
headed CONFIDENTIAL. 'Well 
sir..." 


Major Ronald Forcett and Sergeant 
Priscilla Winbury were standing at 
the desk in the former's room and 
Priscilla was not finding it easy to 
concentrate. Because Major 
Forcett was playing with her bot- 
tom. His hand underneath the 
fullish spread of her buttocks in the 
khaki-green regulation issue skirt. 
His fingers gently jiggling Priscilla's 
bottom cheeks. He had been doing 
it for some minutes now, ever since 
calling her into his room and then 
walking over to stand at her side at 
the desk where he had placed the 
document. Priscilla had seen the 
CONFIDENTIAL-headed memo 
before, only briefly but in other cir- 
cumstances she would have been 
able to make a sensible comment. 


As it was, though, with Major 
Forcett's fingers doing what they 
were doing to her bottom...it wasn't 
easy to think. 


‘You have a marvellous bottom, 
Sergeant.’ Major Forcett's voice 
seemed slightly husky, with emo- 
tion perhaps. Priscilla cleared her 
throat. There wasn't much of an 
answer to be made to such a com- 
ment. ‘Get your hand off it!’ might 
be appropriate in certain cir- 
cumstances but not when the hand 
belonged to your commanding of- 
ficer. But equally she didn't feel like 
saying ‘Thank-you, Sir." That would 
only encourage him. Not that Ma- 
jor Forcett seemed to need any 
encouragement. 


‘Like having it played with, do you, 
Sergeant? Priscilla...' The piece of 
paper on the desk, and Sergeant 
Winbury's inability to comment 
usefully seemed to be forgotten, 
that at least was something, Major 
Forcett evidently much more in- 


terested in what he had his hand 
on. Priscilla shifted her weight from 
one block-heeled shoe to the other. 
‘Not...not really, Sir." 


Priscilla had knickers on under the 
skirt of course but brief nylon 
knickers were not a lot of protection 
from the searching investigation 
that Major Forcett was giving her 
rear. A girdle would have been a 
help but any ideas of such a gar- 
ment had been scotched right away 
yesterday when she reported for 
duty to Major Forcett. ‘Excellent!’ 
he had pronounced her, sharp 
military eyes drinking her in. 'A 
handsome girl with a handsome 
figure: what more can a man ask 
of in a female NCO?’ His hand had 
immediately done what it was do- 
ing now, that is, groped Priscilla's 
bottom. ‘No girld or suchlike, | 
hope, Sergeant? | allow no such ar- 
ticles in my unit. A girl has to con- 
trol her figure without such unholy 
aids.' 


Fortunately Priscilla had not been 
wearing such an offending item of 
female apparel: well she would not 
want to get off on the wrong foot on 
her very first day. Priscilla's stock- 
ings were fastened with the slim 
straps of a white satin suspender 
belt which left her bottom quite un- 
constrained, brief knickers and 
regulation skirt apart. This evidently 
met with the Major's approval — 
from his reaction yesterday and 
now again today. 


‘Not really, Sergeant? Hmmmm!' 
The busy fingers were still at work. 
Hefting. Squeezing. ‘I would have 
thought it would have some effect. 
An arousing effect. Stimulating. Get 
a girl going to a certain extent. Нег 
glands, hormones. Give her that 
feeling of wanting to get on her 
back and get her legs open. That 
sort of thing.’ 


Sergeant Priscilla Winbury felt 
herself sweating slightly. Lightly 
perspiring at the very least. The 
hand on her bottom did have a 
somewhat stimulatory effect — 
though Major Forcett didn’t have to 
put it in such basic terms and 
anyway it was not something that 
a girl liked to admit. 


‘Perhaps it takes something more, 
Sergeant? To get Sergeant Win- 
bury going. A hand properly bet- 
ween her legs. At a girl’s head- 
quarters. Shall we try that? Get 
your skirt off?’ 


‘No Sir!’ Gasped out. ‘Not really, 
Sir. Actually...| am getting...arous- 


ed by this, Sir.’ This was awful. If 
Priscilla Winbury had known it was 
going to be like this in Major 
Forcett's unit....'Sir...The memo, 
Sir. | could take it away...and write 
you a brief, Sir.’ 


Quite likely Major Forcett would not 
have accepted this diversion from 
more intriguing and fleshly matters. 
The intriguing and fleshly matter of 
Sergeant Winbury's bottom, and in- 
deed that hot and throbbing thing 
between her thighs. He was sure it 
was hot and throbbing, or could 
very soon be made so. He felt very 
much like getting her skirt off — 


and getting her up on the desk say. 
But Priscilla was spared this by a 
sharp knock at the door and the en- 
try of a young male soldier. A com- 
mon ranker. 


He saluted, his eyes automatically 
taking in the shape of this female 
Sergeant whom he had not seen 
before. Blimey O'Reilly! But his im- 
mediate lustful thoughts did not 
translate to his face. 'Sorry to 
disturb, Sir. Important message, 
Sir. Immediate | was told.’ And in- 
deed he had in his hand a buff 
envelope. 


Major Forcett had of course let go 
of Priscilla's bottom and both had 
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turned towards the door, Priscilla 
certainly with some relief. ‘All right, 
Watkins.' The major was stepping 
over to take the missive. Private 
Watkins was having another good 
look at Sergeant Winbury. Blimey 
O'Reilly! Imagine shagging that! 
Priscilla smiled weakly, unaware 
that she was being pictured with 
her skirt off and her stockinged legs 
in the air and Private Sidney 
Watkins on top of her, his pole of 
an erection thrusting joyously up in- 
to her tight-walled vagina... 


The note was causing Major Forcett 
to frown. He looked up, distracted. 
‘Yes, that'll be all, Watkins.’ That 
young soldier had a last, lingering 
look, saluted, and went out. And it 
seemed also that Sergeant Win- 
bury was to be saved from further 
bottom manoeuvres — or possibly 
worse. ‘Yes, Priscilla. All right. Why 
don't you take that bloody thing off.’ 


He meant of course the piece of 
paper on the desk, not Priscilla’s 
bottom. Gratefully she picked up 
the former and with the latter mov- 
ing in impressive and unconstrain- 
ed motion went smartly and 
thankfully out. To breath a deep 
sigh of relief outside Major Forcett's 
door. To be greeted once more by 
Private Watkins. Who was waiting 
there. Idling in the corridor. Waiting 
hopefully for the appearance of the 
female sergeant. And here she 
was! 


‘Hello...ah Sergeant Winbury.' His 
tongue was almost hanging out. 
“You must be Sergeant Winbury. I 
heard you was joining us. I'm 
Watkins. Sidney Watkins.” 


Priscilla smiled. A weak smile 
because she was still feeling weak 
at the knees from Major Forcett's 
attentions. 'Hello...ah Watkins..." 
He was younger than herself she 
guessed, fresh-faced, no more than 
20. That meant she would have a 
four year advantage in age and of 
course she was a Sergeant too, 
even if only just made up to the 
rank and temporary at the moment 
to do this hush-hush work with Ma- 
jor Forcett. Major Forcett! Well at 
least she could handle this pink- 
faced Private Watkins. 'Ah, you 
work for the major?' 


"Yes...ah Sergeant.’ Jesus! Look at 
her! Those tits! And the hips, the 
thighs under that skirt! He could 
shag her right here and now, up 
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against the wall. In fact it was an 
effort not to step forward and start 
unbuttoning, unzipping. And stick 
it up her right here outside the Ma- 
jor's office. 


Somehow, though, he controlled 
these basic urgings. Cooler 
thoughts — not a lot cooler — 
prevailed. Attempting to achieve full 
intercourse, full penetration, with 
Sergeant Winbury here in the cor- 
ridor outside Major Forcett's room 
in the middle of the morning was 
clearly not particularly wise. 
Though only an immature 20 year 
old, Squaddie Watkins was aware 
that the full frontal approach did not 
always achieve the best results. 
There are more ways than one — 
and more places than right there — 
to skin a cat. Or to fuck a gorgeous 
female Sergeant. Hopefully at least. 


‘How about a nice cuppa, Sarge?’ 
he proposed, disguising as best he 
could the now tent-like state of the 
front of his trousers. Priscilla 
thought a cup of tea was exactly 
what she needed. 


Staff Sergeant Bert Hickman would 


be about Major Forcett's age — 40 
possibly — but there any similarity 
ended. He was hard looking, mean 
looking in fact. His clipped black 
moustache did not detract from this 
impression. Sergeant Hickman was 
in charge of Physical Training. 
Many, many men — and some 
women — had stood in front of 
Sergeant Hickman and quailed. 
Priscilla Winbury now stood in front 
of him and she quailed too. She 
hadn't fully appreciated that 
physical training was involved in 
this work with Major Forcett. 
Priscilla was in reasonable shape 
but that was not at all the same 
thing as what Sergeant Hickman 
would demand. Because now, this 
morning, after that traumatic time 
in Major Forcett’s office and then 
a rather pleasant cup of tea with 
Private Watkins, Priscilla had found 
in her In Tray the note telling her 
to report to Sergeant Hickman. 
Report right away. Priscilla had 
heard of Sergeant Hickman... 


Standing now at attention, heels 
together, in front of his desk. He 
was in civies for some reason, his 
white shirt sleeves rolled up to 
show muscular forearms. Briefly 
she met his eyes and quickly look- 


ed down. The eyes seemed to bore 
right into her. Had someone said 
that Sergeant Hickman had a thing 
about women...’ 


‘What’s this then!’ A harsh, grating 
voice. ‘Sergeant Priscilla Winbury? 
An actual female person! With tits 
and a squashy bum and one of 
those other things as well? A cunt, 
is that the word?" 


Oh dear! Horrors! Priscilla could 
feel herself quaking. And flushing. 
Deep scarlet probably. 


‘Lost your tongue, Sergeant?’ That 
horrible voice. '| asked you a ques- 
tion. Have you got one of those 
things?' 


Sergeant Hickman was clearly 
some kind of monster. The worst 
kind of monster. Clearly ten times 
as bad as Major Forcett whom 
Priscilla had thought was dreadful 
with his questing fingers. But clear- 
ly not a patch on this Staff Sergeant 
Hickman. ‘Y...yes Sergeant...If you 
say so." 


‘If | say so? Well we don’t want 
there to be any doubt. We can have 
a look if you like. Take your shirt 
and knickers off. Shall we do that, 
Sergeant Winbury?' 


'No Sergeant.' Priscilla could feel 
pinpricks of perspiration annointing 
her shapely form. All over. An awful 
clammy feeling.’ 


‘Well do you have one or don't 
you?’ 


'Y-yes Sergeant...’ 

‘What do you have? Tell me?’ 

‘| have a...’ Eyes directed at the 
floor. She couldn't make herself say 
that word. But she had to. It came 
very softly out. ‘c...cunt.’ 


‘Louder Sergeant. | couldn't hear 
that.’ 


Somehow Priscilla repeated it. 
Louder. 


"That's better. Like to use it, do you, 
Sergeant?' 


Oh Christ. Oh Jesus. He can't do 
this. Priscilla shook her head. 


"Yes or no, Sergeant.’ 


‘Y...yes Sergeant. S-sometimes.’ 
Her voice a whisper. She cleared 
her throat. 'S...sometimes...l do..." 


Sergeant Hickman was getting to 
his feet. Coming round the desk. 
Close. ‘I should think you do, 
Sergeant. Because I've seen your 
file as it happens. Sergeant Priscilla 
Winbury it seems is not a regular 
female Sergeant, who has worked 
her way up from the ranks of 
squashy-bottomed female recruits. 


No. She has come in from outsdie, 
on this hush-hush work with Major 
Forcett. Correct?’ His face came 
very close to Priscilla's. Those 
eyes, that bristly 
moustache...enough to make a girl 
faint clean away. 


"And it would seem, Sergeant, that 
Sergeant Winbury is a married 
female, With a husband no less. 
Who she sees at weekends on а 
pass. So we can assume, 
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Sergeant, that that thing that she's 
got gets a nice workout at the 
weekend at least, can we not, 
Sergeant Winbury?' 


Oh Christ! Sergeant Hickman 
wasn't supposed to have seen that 
file. It was supposed to be TOP. 
SECRET. The fact that Priscilla had 
been transferred from her post in 
MOD, her non-uniform post, to 
come here and work on Major 
Forcett's project. Someone had 
had the bright idea that Mrs 
Priscilla Winbury would be less 
conspicuous if kitted out in a 
uniform. That was the theory, or the 
reason put forward. Though it was 
equally probable that the real 
reason was that some person in 
Whitehall had thought that Mrs 
Priscilla Winbury, with those tits 
and that bottom, would look simp- 
ly splendid in a uniform. 


Priscilla had not been at all keen on 
the idea, especially when she was 
told she was going to be a 
Sergeant. If it had to be in uniform 
couldn't it be..well, a captain? No, 
it seemed some top thinker, or 
other person with influence, had set 
his sights on a Sergeant. So 
Sergeant Winbury it was, with a 
Short basic course to equip Mrs 
Winbury with the essentials of 
military behaviour. Including 
several sessions of very basic 
square bashing. Horrific! 


Sergeant Winbury had duly arrived 
at the camp in her smart, three- 
Stripe uniform and with her kit. 
Priscilla Winbury's kit included a 
briefcase containing her confiden- 
tial documents. Securely locked. 
Because not only did it contain 
those confidential papers but also 
something else, a personal item 
that would cause Priscilla Winbury 
extreme embarrassment of the 
most impossible kind if it were to be 
discovered. This item was a 
vibrator. It had been supplied by the 
Medical Officer. More brilliant think- 
ing! Sergeant Winbury would only 
be able to see her spouse on 
weekend passes out of the camp — 
and perhaps not even every 
weekend. It was essential that 
Sergeant Winbury functioned on 
this highly important work at top ef- 
ficiency and as is well known, at- 
tested by medical experts, a young 
married woman who has become 
accustomed to regular sexual at- 
tention from her husband cannot be 
suddenly deprived of this. She 
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needs, in other words, to continue 
to have a stiff prick up her at the fre- 
quency to which she has become 
accustomed. Nightly preferably, 
certainly more than just those 
weekends, unless she is quickly to 
become tense, irritable, despon- 
dent — in other words very 
inefficient. 


Of course there will be other males 
around, large numbers of them — 
this is after all an army camp — 
who would no doubt be more than 
willing to provide a service to the 
delectable Priscilla Winbury. As we 
have just observed with young 
Private Watkins. But the Medical 
Officer did not think this was the 
answer, being conscious of the 
fact, especially with other ranks, 
that one never knew where they'd 
been sticking those things. A 
Medical Officer is always conscious 
of the health aspects. No, the 
answer was this vibrator. On the 
couch in his consulting room he 
helpfully demonstrated its use, 
when Priscilla Winbury had denied 
any previous knowledge of such an 
instrument. It was clearly most ef- 
fective. Medical Officer Smithers 
produced three orgasms in rapid 
succession in Mrs, now Sergeant, 


Winbury. 


Priscilla did not at all like the 
thought of this item. She had cer- 
tainly not liked Medical Officer 
Smithers doing that to her on his 
couch although it was true she 
couldn't help responding with 
urgent and extravagent thrustings 
of hips and thighs. But now she had 
it here with her, in her case. What 
if one of these men should discover 
it!! That didn't bear thinking about. 
Nonetheless on her first night — 
last night — tense and nervous 
after her first contact with Major 
Forcett — not to mention certain 
others — Priscilla put it to effective 
use herself in her narrow bed. 
Wishing of course that instead of 
this thing it was her husband 
Robert on top of her, but 
nonetheless it was effective. Most 
satisfying. And now, standing in 
front of this dreadful Sergeant 
Hickman and doing her best not to 
hop from foot to foot like a 
Schoolgirl needing to go to the 
bathroom, Priscilla Winbury felt a 
sudden, and in the circumstances 
somewhat impractical, urge to use 
it again. This Sergeant Hickman 
after abundantly demonstrating 
what an absolute monster he was, 


had now in addition got hold of her 
confidential, not-to-be-seen file. 


‘That...that’s really...highly con- 
fidential, Sergeant Hickman.’ 


Sergeant Hickman didn't answer — 
unless a sort of sneer could be 
regarded as an answer. Instead he 
said, “Таке your shirt off, Sergeant. 
And then get your knickers down." 


Sergeant Priscilla Winbury did not 
move. Apart from the various parts 
of her that were quivering shaking. 
Could this monster Hickman actual- 
ly mean...that? 


Sergeant Hickman had now turned 
away from her. Going round his 
desk again. ‘| am going to cane 
you, Sergeant. A little warming up 
to get you in the right frame of mind 
for your training session. To con- 
centrate the mind.’ 


And unbelievably he now held a 
cane in his hand. A long, thin, 
dreadful looking cane. Grinning at 
her. ‘Can't always do this, Sergeant 
Winbury. As much as I'd like to with 
you squashy-bottomed females. 
They mostly object, don't they? Go 
whining and wingeing to someone 


or other. But Sergeant Winbury's 
not going to do that, is she? Not 
with this business that she'd got to 
keep quiet. Oh no.' 


These last two words were accom- 
panied by a heart-stopping whack 
of the cane across the seat of his 
chair. Priscilla let out a squeak of 
fright. Then an urgent, pleasing, 
‘No...please no..." 


‘Get that skirt off, fat bottom. At 
once. I’m going to give those 
squashy cheeks something to think 
about. Something they're not going 
to forget. Now get it off." 


Sergeant Hickman had come for- 
ward again, cane menacingly in 
hand. He aimed a brisk stroke at 
Priscilla's near-side calf. catching 
her by surprise it cut agonisingly 
across the nylon-clad flesh. She 
shrieked out. 


‘Get moving then!’ 


Priscilla had no choise. She knew 
she had no choice. She would be 
prepared to agree to anything to 
avoid this cane. A fuck: yes Priscilla 
would agree to a fuck, Robert or no 
Robert. Robert would understand 


— and of course he wouldn't know. 
Priscilla had fucked, one or two 
times, since being married. Well, at 
times a girl couldn't avoid it, not 
really. At times like this for instance. 
But she knew Sergeant Hickman 
wouldn't be interested in a fuck, not 
like most other men who in ex- 
tremis could be bought off with one. 
All he wanted was to use this hor- 
rendous cane. She had no choice. 
Priscilla Winbury was going to get 
it. 


She was taking the skirt off. Unzip- 
ping. Sliding it down. To reveal the 
tops of her stockings, and the sexy 
white suspender belt. And of 
course her sexy brief white 
knickers. But Sergeant Hickman 
was not going to be swayed by 
these delights. All he wanted... 


‘And the knickers, Sergeant. Take 
those knickers down. Let's see the 
target, shall we? Let's see that fat 
squashy bum.’ 


Priscilla's bum was not fat or 
squashy. It was full-sized of course; 
ripe but not over-ripe. It swayed 
ripely in a tight skirt when Priscilla 
walked, with those splendid thighs 
in motion, as any full-sized female 
bottom will, but it was a sway of 
firmness and muscularity. A 
magnificent sight. And when seen 
bare, as Sergeant Bert Hickman 
now saw it...his eyes gleamed. For 
most males this sight of Priscilla 
Winbury's bare nates would arouse 
an urgent, unstoppable desire for 
sexual intercourse. An uncon- 
trollable need to insert the erect 
and quivering male member up in- 
to Priscilla's person. Unfortunate- 
ly for Priscilla, though — because 
after all having the erect male 
organ up is not basically painful — 
Sergeant Hickman was not arous- 
ed in that manner. He saw it only 
as a magnificent target for his cane. 


‘Get over the desk, Sergeant. Get 
that thing well stuck out.’ His voice 
was hoarser than ever. Emotion, 
excitement, was getting to him, 
hard.man though he was. Sergeant 
Hickman had an erection...but he 
had no intention of putting it up 
Priscilla. No, she was getting the 
other. That thing in his hand. He 
could hardly contain himself... 


Priscilla yelled out as it cut in. Jesus 
Christ! Her bottom was on fire. Not 
just on fire, more like a nuclear in- 
ferno. It was also bucking and roll- 
ing like a wild thing — as she clut- 
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ched the edge of the desk for dear 
life. 


'Keep it still, Sergeant. Let's seea 
bit of control here.’ 


The cane whistled in again and 
Priscilla Winbury shrieked out 
again. Oh Jesus! She couldn't take 
any more of this. Anything else. A 
fuck. Yell out: Please do me in- 
Stead. Please..| can't take this 
cane...but... 


Another one sliced down. 
Precipitating another desperate 
Shriek. But there was no one to 
hear it, apart from Sergeant 
Hickman. Who of course wasn't in- 
terested in fucking Priscilla, he 
wanted to cane her. And no one 
could hear those cries. His room 
behind the gym was quite isolated. 
Priscilla Winbury could scream her 
head off... 


‘Hello, Priscilla darling. How's life 
in the army?' 


Robert's voice down the phone. 
Priscilla felt like weeping. She had 
felt like weeping before she called 
him but now, hearing Robert's 
voice, the feeling was almost over- 
whelming. Her bottom was still 
painful, or at least it was when she 
thought about it. That monstrous 
Hickman... 


‘| just thought I'd give you a ring." 
Don't let him hear your voice shak- 
ing. 'Yes, it's OK generally.' What 
a lie! ‘Yes I’m really missing you. 
How are you? Are you coping?’ 


It was 8 o'clock in the evening. 
Hours since Sergeant Hickman's 
assault on her before lunch. But 
Priscilla could still feel it: that kill- 
ing cane. Bent face-down over his 
desk and then after that an even 
worse position. Up on the desk top 
on her back, her legs straight up in 
the air. Showing everything of 
course. Sergeant Hickman with a 
coarse laugh had roughly put his 
hand on it: a heart-juddering grab. 


‘So you have got one after all, 
Sergeant Winbury. Eh? What is it 
you've got?' As his hand roughly 
fondled it Priscilla had to gasp out 
the dreadful word. And then he was 
back to what he really liked. Using 
that cane again — now in this im- 
possible upside-down position. 
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After that of course there was more 
of Major Forcett in the afternoon. 
He didn't seem at all interested in 
getting down to work on the project 
— which after all was the reason 
Priscilla was here in her Sergeant's 
uniform. Major Forcett seemed only 
interested in Priscilla's bottom. It 
was even worse than earlier: this 
time he made her take her skirt off. 
Locking the door first of course. 
And when Priscilla had very reluc- 
tantly done that — well she couldn't 
refuse, not when it was Major 
Forcett, her commanding officer — 
he had at once seen the stripes 
which Sergeant Hickman’s cane 
had left. On either side of Priscilla’s 
scanty knickers. Naturally Major 
Forcett made Priscilla take the 
knickers down, so that he could get 
a good look... 


Standing there with her skirt off and 
her knickers down and almost 
weeping at the memory — as she 
was again now — Priscilla had told 
Major Forcett how the stripes got 
there. Perhaps he would put 
Sergeant Hickman on a charge or 
something. Strip him of his stripes. 
But Major Forcett did not indicate 
that he would do anything at all like 
that. He seemed to admire what 
Sergeant Hickman had done rather 
than be shocked by it... 


Robert was saying again how much 
he missed her. ‘I miss you too, darl- 
ing.’ Priscilla replied in heart-felt 
tones. She really did. This place 
and the people here: so far it was 
all pretty dreadful — with the possi- 
ble exception of that Private 
Watkins. Priscilla couldn't tell 
Robert it was dreadful, though; she 
certainly couldn't tell him about 
Sergeant Hickman — or what Ma- 
jor Forcett was actually like. 
Priscilla hadn't mentioned 
Sergeant Hickman and had said 
Major Forcett seemed quite plea- 
sant. Robert asked what she would 
be doing for the rest of the even- 
ing. ‘Oh — | might watch TV,’ 
Priscilla replied vaguely. 


This was a lie, to put it bluntly. 
Priscilla would not wish to put it 
bluntly, not even to herself. A little 
white fib? She had actually agreed 
to go out with Private Watkins. 


Private Watkins’ small car. Priscilla 
wasn't sure what sort of small car 


it was but it was neither very grand 
nor very new. They were parked 
somewhere, off the camp precincts. 
In the back seat. How had Private 
Watkins persuaded her to get in the 
back seat? And for that matter how 
had he managed to get his hand up 
Priscilla's skirt? Between Priscilla 
Winbury's lovely thighs. She cer- 
tainly wouldn't normally allow this 
kind of thing — certainly not on only 
a few hours acquaintance. It must 
be all this trauma: Sergeant 
Hickman and Major Forcett. And of 
course the absence of her hus- 
band. Private Watkins was stroking 
his fingers deliciously along the line 
of Priscilla's pussy. Her cunt if you 
wanted to use Sergeant Hickman's 
terminology, which Priscilla certain- 
ly did not. 


She had her knickers on but Private 
Watkins had pulled the material 
aside, to get his fingers at the hot, 
bare flesh. Sticking wet too. 
Because Priscilla was in fact get- 
ting aroused. Private Watkins was 
telling her, in seductive tones, what 
he wanted to do. It was what you 
would expect naturally. It was quite 
out of the question of course; 
Priscilla was a married woman, in 
spite of this Sergeant business, a 
married woman who loved her hus- 
band and who had only on one or 
two very rare occasions fucked 
anyone else since becoming Mrs 
Winbury. And also Private Watkins 
was a private and she was a 
Sergeant. Priscilla should never 
have agreed to come out, it must 
be against the regulations. Consor- 
ting with a private. 


Yes, Sergeant Priscilla Winbury 
knew she must say no. And she 
was saying no. She didn't think, 
though, that Private Watkins would 
actually be deterred by this, or take 
a lot of notice. As she didn't actually 
think she would be making any 
great strenuous efforts to stop him, 
if he...could you actually do it in the 
back seat of a car as small as this? 


A little while later Priscilla found 
that you could do it. And very 
pleasurably. Thinking of Robert as 
she did it of course and telling 
herself she was only doing it 
because Private Watkins had been 
So persuasive and because of all 
these dreadful things. But it was 
good. Marvellous. Certainly much 
better than that thing in her locked 
case. 'Don't...hurry it...' she heard 
herself say. 


LETTERS 


Dear Editor, 


How nice to see your publications 
going from strength to strength. 
Now at last I am able to buy your 
publications locally. Surely a sign 
of a more liberal environment? It 
may be that we afficionados of 
your excellent publications, 
'Blushes' ‘Supplement’ and 
"Uniform Girls' are deemed to the 
‘Lolita themes’ but honestly for 
most of us the use of the more 
mature model is surely more 
satisfying? 


I refer particularly to your two 
most recent publications:- Blushes 
40 and New Uniform Girls 25. 


Would I not be right that many of 
your readers will not have got 
"LE." from the lovely Mrs Hillway 
in your ‘Her Super New Job’? 
Blushes 40 pages 4-19 and 42-51. 


In New Uniform Girls 25, the 
“High-Flying Takeover’ is nothing 
but counterperaneous. How 
delightful to see her in her uniform, 
page 21-36. How sad to know that 
those bewitching lasses in this so 
revealing tunic - skirts will soon be 
a thing of the past! 


Yours faithfully, 


Haywards Heath 


Dear Sir, 


Tam delighted that there is such an 
interesting publication that treats 
the subject of CP in so many 
diverse ways. Blushes has come to 
mean more than the usual run-of- 
the-mill type of magazine as far as 
I am concerned. I have often 
wondered whether your readers 
would be interested in an ex- 
perience I had when I was on the 
Continent a few years ago. I was 
obliged to break my journey and 
stay over for a short period in a 
small Bavarian hamlet that boasted 
only one inn. I was surprised to 
discover that this temporary type 
of abode had as waitress and 
chamber maid together as a bar 
woman a delightful young woman 
of some twenty years of age. Very 


blonde as all those nationals are, 
certainly a most comely female 
who seemed to be constantly 
wooed by all and sundry. 
However, I was very upset when, 
on my return to the inn that second 
evening to discover that my wallet 
had been tampered with and a sum 
of money had been removed. I was 
the only guest at the time, and on- 
ly the wench would have been in 
my room. I made a heated protest 
to the host and he immediately en- 
quired of the girl. She eventually 
confessed that it had been she who 
had taken the money and had the 
effontery to suggest that she did not 
think I would miss the paltrey 
amount because there was so much 
money in the wallet itself! 


What I was not prepared for was, 
when the host told me that they had 
very set customs in dealing with 
petty thieves and would I leave the 
matter in his hands. I accepted that 
this was the best course to take. 
That evening, after the doors had 
been locked, the shapely girl was 
literally ordered to prepare supper 
and also herself. I found this all 
very intriguing but not more so 
than when as the host, his wife and 
I sat eating a late meal, the girl was 
made to attend us and she had to 
stand against a wall without a stitch 
of clothing to cover herself? On the 
table next to the one at which we 
were eating, lay a truly wicked 
looking cane. She was ordered to 
stand, hands firmly placed on her 
head despite the nudity of her cur- 
vy torso and she was not to take 
her eyes off the stick itself. The 
meal seemed to take a lot longer 
that night and the blushing 
miscreant could only have suffered 
the severest discomfort at standing 
so long, being without clothes, and 
knowing that her rear end would 
soon be fully exposed to our eyes 
for the sole purpose of receiving 
the switching cane. 


At last the meal was finished and 
the host asked me how I would like 
her posed! If it had not been for 
Blushes, I don't think I would have 
had the slightest idea. 


Т asked him how many strokes he 
intended to give her. Twenty four 


strokes he shocked my ears. Then, 
I told him, she should really 
posture herself in various attitudes. 
He thought this was an excellent 
idea and he flatteringly com- 
plimented те {ог such 
thoughtfulness! 


So she was ordered very sternly to 
bend over and touch her toes. If 
anybody had told me that they had 
witness this superb scene I just 
would not have believed them. Her 
toes and finger tips were soon 
touching and her bottom was im- 
mediately before me. Such prime 
delightful orbs, stretched with the 
effort of her reaching fingers and 
then, after asking me if I wanted 
to switch the stick myself, I declin- 
ed this and he brought the cane 
whistling down very harshly I 
thought onto the clenched buttocks 
of Helga. The stroke was a very 
wristy one and she let him know 
that she was really feeling it. And 
he was in no hurry either. Six 
strokes she received and he waited 
until she touched her toes to receive 
each one. Her bottom lost interest 
in clenching tightly because it 
squirmed beautifully and every lit- 
tle secret spot between her thighs 
became very revealed as she forgot 
her dignified modesty. Then she 
was bent over the table and her ful- 
ly benippled breasts were crushed 
hard to the polished table 
top...another six hard strokes so 
that now criss crossed lines of 
furious pain were thrown up in 
deep red lines tram lining a junc- 
tion of weals across the now very 
lively cheeks. And for the last 
dozen, she was on her back, lay- 
ing on the table and each stroke 
was delivered to the writhing mass 
of rounded flesh as she clenched 
her legs up to her chest. I felt that 
justice had been done especially 
when I was invited to feel the 
strength of the weals on her bot- 
tom. The heart was something 
unbelievable, but although she 
cried as each stroke was delivered, 
she took them very bravely I 
thought. 


D.B., Reading 
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Dear Editor, 


With so little space devoted to 
Readers' Letters in your publica- 
tions, I am very surprised at your 
choice of that by A.W. in Blushes 
41 — this is the letter in which 
scorn is poured on one of our 
young skaters for the number of 
times her knickers brush the ice; 
granted A.W. likes tears from 
schoolgirls but the way in which 
these should be produced is 
through the administration of cane, 
tawse, paddle and the recognised 
instruments of CP. 


The following letter (from K.D.) 
makes a plea for black bums under 
punishment and perhaps your 
publication of this letter indicates 
that we are soon to see some young 
and tender black bums ‘getting it’ 
as you say. Whatever happened to 
the pics from the Nigerian head- 
master promised by him/you? 
Surely, most readers must be in- 
terested in authenticated factual ac- 
counts of genuine (severe) CP as 
practised today. 


I might have taken issue with your 
re-using already-published pics, in 
Issue 41, except that these are 
amongst your best with that 
gorgeous blonde showing her all as 
she awaits the cuts of the cane — 
and I like the way in which her 
hands, placed in the small of her 
back, are also available for strokes 
of the cane or strap between those 
lashing her delectable bare bum so 
ideally placed for a punisher who 
knows how to lay into that bum 
with concentrated venom for the 


offender's obvious sexual 
misbehaviour. 

Finally, full marks (!) for your oc- 
casional use of that cellar which 
one can associate with the tressle 
being used for the type of birching 
now relegated to history (more’s 
the pity) and for your continued 
depiction of the tawse which I 
favour when dealing with my sub- 
missive, pain-inviting lover (who 
wishes to register her favourite let- 
ter as that from the afore- 
mentioned Brit who daily flogs 
those nubile black bums in Africa). 


T.S.W., Walsall 


Dear Sirs, 


My name is Brenda, I am a black 
woman in my forties and simply 
adore spanking white women's 
backsides. I must tell you about a 
Mrs Kimber who is quite а con- 
spicuous women being as she is 
very plump, age 59. She has a 
magnificent arse on her capable of 
withstanding a great deal of punish- 
ment. I have experimented with 
various implements of flagellation 
on her fat arse from time to time. 
However, my favourite implement 
is a leather plaited riding crop, this 
really makes her bum do the *rum- 
ba’. I must say the fat bitch loves 
having her arse thrashed even 
though she yells like a stuck pig. 


I have other black women friends 
who enjoy working her over. On 
those occasions we stretch her over 
a low step-ladder down in the base- 
ment of my house. Each of us black 
women six in all take it in turn to 
give her bum a good thrashing with 
the nice riding crop. After that she 
has to suck us off in turn. We for 
this have her on her back on a nar- 
row table like bench which stands 
about 18 ins from the floor. We in 
turn straddle her head. Each of us 
adopts the same procedure by first 
rubbing our cunts all over her face 
before having the bitch suck it. 


Yours truly, 

Brenda, Maidstone 
Editor: As you can see from just 
the last two letters, you all have in- 


dividual tastes and we just try to 
cater for as many as possible. It’s 


Д the old adage of ‘you can't please 


all the people all of the time.” 


Dear Sir, 


Not many females write to your 
magazine, or if they do, they do not 
seem to occupy much space in it. 
I was born in South Africa and my 
parents were missionaries. Father 
English, mother, like me South 
African, bred and born. It will 
come as no suprise to your readers 
that the South African woman is 
considered to have to be the 
epitome of respectful behaviour 
and she certainly does not, nor 
would she expect to get away with 
any improprietory. When I was just 
twenty one years of age, I married 
a retired Schoolmaster of forty 
eight years but Edward was a real 
handsome man, sophisticated and 
has just the right amount of per- 
sonal diminance that my father and 
mother looked for in a man. Ed- 
ward was strictly a ‘no-nonsense’ 
character. 


Believe it or not, (a little research 
will prove that what I am saying 
is true), a man may physically 
punish his wife in South Africa 
with a cane so long as it is no 
thicker than his little finger. 


Despite the qualities of my parents 
and the strict environment that they 
lived in, I have to admit that I was 
considered sometimes to be a lit- 
tle tear away...a rip, they called 
me. 


But Edward was about to change 
all that! Within a month of marry- 
ing him he found an excuse to let 
me know of his displeasure and 
produced the thinner than his lit- 
tle finger cane. I found the sight of 
this instrument rather awesome and 
I sat there as David lectured me but 
could not take my eyes from it. 
And there was no doubt that the 
fear I felt for the cane itself, there 
was also tempering the shame that 
Thad was also the odd reaction that 
I was completely defenceless to 
prevent him from giving me what 
I so justly deserved. For the first 
time in my life, I realised I was go- 
ing to be physically punished. 
What I had not been ready for was 
the method, place and time. I was 
told to go to the bedroom and strip. 
Every stitch would have to come 
off and his voice prevented any 
argument whatsoever. It was the 
strangest of emotions waiting in the 
bedroom after removing all my 
clothes. Naked and waiting. Usual- 
ly Edward and I made love in the 


dark. It was when he came into the 
room that all thoughts of proper 
decency regarding my body were 
to be erased. With the cane he 
pointed to the end of the bed and 
told me to kneel there. Not on the 
floor but on the end of the mattress. 
Then I had to bend right over to 
put my forehead on the covers so 
that my nether regions were most 
indecently rounded, bared and 
thrusting up and back from me. 


Only a person who has been so 
shamefully posed will realise just 
how helpless a woman can feel in 
such a projected state of humilia- 
tion. There was no more lectures, 
but there was certainly plenty of 
stinging strokes from the stick! 


There was also plenty of shrieking 
responses too...I think he gave me 
some twelve or it might have been 
more strokes, but like many 
women have reported before, the 
experience of that caning caused 
me to have greater affection and 
love for the man who had manag- 
ed to lay them across my bare bot- 
tom. I clung to him in the bed that 
night and the love making was a 
superb revealation of what his 
dominance was able to ignite 
within my body. As he rocked 
gently inside me, I swore complete 
obedience to him at any time...and 
this oathing reaction from my 
mouth helped me to picture in my 
mind the perfect state of obedient 
woman that I started to swear I 
would always give him. 


Living in England now has not 
altered anything at all. He enjoys 
me reading out loud to him from 
the Blushes magazine and instead 
of him looking at the pictorial back 
up photographs, he makes me pose 
as the model in each story is do- 
ing. It is a twist on anything I have 
ever read about, but the sensations 
that fill us are tantamount to crazy 
heat. I wonder that some of your 
married readers do not get their 
wives to be so explicitly responsive 
as I am. 


Debbie C., York 


Editor: Because they are not South 
African, that's why Debbie. In- 
teresting letter though. We would 
be very pleased to have other 
readers comments on this theme. 
And as ever, many thanks for 
writing. 


Dear Sir, 


Т am astonished at the number of 
letters published in Feedback that 
seem to start out with the same old 
dreary phrases of “Congratula- 
tions’, ‘Oh what a lovely 
magazine’, “The best mag ever’, 
etcetera etcetera. For the type of 
literature that Blushes is renown- 
ed for, I would agree that it is pro- 
bably a very good publication. It 
must, surely depend on what the 
reader is looking for! Unlike J.C. 
of Scotland. I do not agree that 
there are numerous magazines that 
deal with CP. I think I can claim 
in all modesty that I have been a 
student of disciplinary literature for 
many, many years and despite 
diligent searches have found there 
to be very few subjects that receive 
the fullest airing of the perfect CP 
publication. 


Blushes goes up and down 
throughout the year, but this is to 
be expected I suppose. 


Strangely enough, I feel that if one 
part of the magazine turns out to 
be rubbishy (pardon the expres- 
sion), the rest easily follows the 
degenerate course and plunges in- 
to the same category. But, and this 
I agree is rather more the case than 
not, once a line of acceptability in 
reading and postures is struck, then 
the rest of the magazine manages 
to attain and keep the same pitch. 


Oh yes, the reason for writing is 
please to request more pictures in 
the Join the Dots series. This I 
think is a very novel touch; and 
certainly very astute. 


How about a story with pictorial 
back up of a young woman who is 
a very attractive female and who 
is into being a very real do-gooder; 
but get's herself into bother so that 
she would rather ANYTHING than 
be exposed to authority. Complete 
and utter freedom for the man, who 
is a CP enthusiast and also a natural 
authoritarian knowing that he has 
the perfect recepticle for spanking, 
caning, humiliation and all that 
goes with it. Dictating not only 
what she has to do but also what 
she has to say! Get the drift? 


Ian McH., Glasgow 


Editor: Yes lan we certainly get 
your drift and we are sure that such 


stories have appeared in Blushes 
and Uniform Girls. How about Sal- 
ly of the Salvation Army to men- 
tion just one. Not everybody's 
views are the same. This you ob- 
viously well know by the genre of 
your letter. Some readers want the 
models completely undressed and 
tautly bending. Others like to see 
panties, knickers, brassiere and all 
sorts of paraphenalia being 
employed. We the publishers intend 
to please all sections of the com- 
munity so long as we keep within 
the bounds of legality... well within 
the bounds!! 
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Dear Sir, 


T hope Blushes has taken notice of 
the fact that the headmaster in the 
North of England got away with 
spanking his naughty pupils and 
that the jury refused to find him 
guilty of anything at all. 


J.T., Leeds 


Editor: Yes J.T. we did read it and 
all the accompanying media 
coverage that surrounded the court 
case. It is as we have always pro- 
fessed, if young ladies are naughty 
then they must expect to get their 
bottoms spanked. Thank you for 
your letter. 


Hobs 


Dear Sir, 


ГЇЇ join the majority and say Great! 
The last issue of Blushes Uniform 
Girls was something else again. 
Let's have more, please. And how 
about some more of the German 
Uniform themes. And how about 
some more of the haughty young 
ladies getting their cummup- 
pence...and how about... 


Editor: Now wait a minute. One 
thing at a time! Glad you liked the 
Uniform mag. We here are always 
pleased to hear from our most im- 
portant people, the readers. We 
can only really produce the stories 
and pictures that you like if you on- 
ly let us know. Keep the letters 
coming ladies and gentlemen. 
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A MEDIC AND 


It had only been a bit of a sky-lark 
really, and it broke the monotony 
of a boring duty period in the 
Female Medical Ward. And it had 
been during a night duty when the 
old biddies were all bedded down. 
The dishiest nurse in the business 
had been quietly sky-larking with 
a night porter by pushing him up 
and down the corridor in а 
wheelchair. Lord alone knows the 
bus s could be so utterly tiring 
and there had been little scope for 
enjoyment, but what had started 
out as harmless fun nearly ended 
up in a near tragedy. It had been 
her turn to push the porter, but as 
she sped along the corridor and 
then turned into an open door of 
a ward; not intending to hurtle 
through the ward itself, but to stop 
before she got to the line of beds, 
the wheel of the wheelchair had 
snagged and the porter had con- 
tinued through the He crashed 
onto a bed of the sleeping woman 
and chaos had reigned for several 
minutes. It could have been 
serious, of course, but the patient 
was least pleased, and it took 
several minutes before the place 
settled down again. That ended the 
sky lark and Wendy made some tea 
and settled down to complete the 
remainder of her duty in tedious 
monotony. Medical patients are 
different from surgeries; they 
usually settled down after a sleep- 
ing tablet whereas Surgicals were 
awake at all times of the 
night...bloody nuisances most of 
them, but at least they helped to 
pass the time with less monotony. 


It was not until the following night 
that Wendy saw the curt note from 
Dr Meredith. Dr Meredith was the 
attractive Medic who was the 
Houseman of the Medical Ward. It 
simply said that she, Wendy was to 
report to her on her first day du- 
ty. No explanation, but the stiff for- 
mal note carried a very curt sum- 
mons and Wendy blushed for no 
apparent reason. There had been 
several unfounded rumours regar- 
ding Dr Meredith. Nothing that one 
could put their finger on, but 
rumours there certainly were. Ef- 
ficiency was the byeword of the 


The dishiest 
nurse in the 
business. 
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A NURSE 


woman genius. She was extreme- 
ly good at her job and the govenors 
of the hospital already had her 
career cut out for her. She would 
end up surgeon one day, of that 
there was no doubt. She suffered 
fools not a little gladly and her 
regime of discipline was rife among 
the junior staff. With the patients, 
Dr Meredith was a goddess and 
they all adored her for her charm 
and for her skill, but the nursing 
staff often felt the sharp edge of her 
tongue should they step out of line 
or suffer the stupidity of making 
small errors. 


"There is no room for errors in my 
team,’ she would snap. ‘People 
come to hospital to be made bet- 
ter, not to be murdered by in- 
competence,’ was something she 
often reminded them 


Wendy was reminded of the 
rumours when she read the deman- 
ding note. It had been whispered 
that Dr Meredith was quite able to 
mete out her own brand of punish- 
ment on young nurses bottoms 
when they merited such treatment 

Nurses who would rather not be 
reported for some really stupid er- 
ror. Especially those who were ap- 
proaching their exams for SRN. 
Daddy, who was also in the 
medical profession and her mother 
who had risen to heights of glory 
in nursing would be pleased, very 
pleased with her and to earn their 
praises was nectar to Wendy's 
emotions. Mind you, she could 
never envisage her mother or 
father getting up to some of the 
capers that she did on the wards; 
but she felt pleasure in the pride 
that she knew they would feel if 
she passed, and she had told them 
that she was certain that she would 
get pass marks when the results 
were announced. 


Anyway, she reasoned, she could 
not think of the lovely Dr Meredi- 
ty actually doing those things that 
she had heard about. It was un- 


thinkable that such a clever woman To earn their 
would stoop to such tactics as to Be ae 
actually punish a girl physical- - 
1y...on her bum, no less...and Wen- Wendy's 
emotions. 
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Sitting in 
those nettles 
when she 
had wanted 
a wee. 


dy was not the sort of girl who 
would even think of accepting such 
a humiliating gesture of having her 
panties taken down so that another 
woman...or man for that matter 
could spank her bottom...not her!! 
Her bum was much too attractive 
to be subjected to such childish 
treatment. Her bottom was meant 
for petting, not patting! And she 
was most certainly not going to ex- 
pose to any woman...Doctor or 
not...not for spanking, that is. 


She had had to expose her bottom 
once for a Doctor and that was 
when she had that awful rash...just 
after sitting in those nettles when 
she had wanted to wee on the com- 
mon...but that was another 
story...the rash had gone just about 
everywhere on her shapely young 
bum and she had needed desperate 
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His soft 
finger tips 
kneaded her 
rash filled 
skin. 


treatment of good medicine...that 
Doctor in the Medical Ward, not 
Meredith, but a dishy young Doc- 
tor had seen her bum then...saucy 
he was too...but she did not mind 
him carrying out the application of 
the cream itself, himself!! 


Now that had been perfectly nice 
when his soft finger tips had knead- 
ed her rash filled skin; she had not 
wanted him to stop, once he had 
started and had laid there, on her 
side and then on her tummy to let 
him get to the very root of the pro- 
blem and all the places that those 
nettles had stung! 


These factors were not going 
through her mind right then. АП 
she could think of was the curt 
manner in which Dr Meredith had 
told her to visit her when she next 
took on Day duties. 
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But those stories, well, rumours 
really, and then only in sparsely 
scattered conversations; not rife; 
those stories persisted to haunt her. 
She knew that Dr Meredith was 
least pleased because of that rotten 
note, and the more she thought 
about it, the more she was certain 
that it was because the much 
thought of Doctor was going to 
give her a dressing down. And she 
was equally determined to defend 
her modesty. No matter what, 
there was no way she was going to 
take her panties down and expose 
her bare bum for a tanning; no 
way! 


"You wanted to see me, Doctor,’ 
Wendy, resplendent in freshly star- 
ched and pressed uniform stood 
awkwardly before the attractive 
medic and inwardly she was squir- 
ming before the seriously set 
countenance of the doctor. 


‘Ah yes,’ the voice was tetchy, 
threatening in a stern sombre tone. 


‘Did you have a problem with one 
of y patients when you were on 
nights?' she asked and again her 
tone was accusing. 


It was not really a question. It was 
a statement that told Wendy that 
the doctor knew the answer 
anyway. 


‘No. I don't recall,’ Wendy lied. ‘I 
would have recorded all problems 
on the night duty sheet." 


"Didn't you manage to tip the night 
porter onto a patient's bed?" 


‘Oh that?’ Wendy pretended by her 
acting that she thought the incident 
was of little consequence. 


"Yes. That,' Dr Meredith was quiet- 
ly seething and it showed. 


Wendy went into a tale of how the 
mishap had occured making up lit- 
tle infringements of the truth to 
lighten the seriousness of the 
problem. 


‘And where is the chair now. The 
one you say was faulty?’ 


‘I put it in the store room for 
repair,’ Wendy said triumphantly 
because she had felt that she had 
at least done the right thing by tak- 
ing the chair out of service. 
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"With an appropriate note to the 
engineer, Dr Meredith quietly 
asked. 


"Well. No, I did not do that actual- 
ly," Wendy squirmed again. 


"And you аге due to come up for 
your SRN soon.' Dr Meredith was 
openly sceptical of the attractive 
lovely girl before her. 


A jolt of uncertainty rippled 
through the nurse now. This was 
something of a different ilk. Dr 
Meredith would be a powerful in- 
fluence on the Board Committee 
when the exams were being taken, 
and she would be able to sway the 
mainly male panel easily. They 
could have the brightest nurse in 
the hospital on exam, and if Dr 
Meredith put her point that she 
thought the girl was not up to it, 
then the rest of them would mark 
her down accordingly. Wendy 
blushed and fought a natural 
tendency to cry with frustration. 
Bitch, she thought. Cow. She was 
openly threatening. 


‘I think I would like to see this 
chair.’ 


‘I can take you down to the store 
room and show you,’ Wendy 
offered. 


All thoughts of trying to save her 
precious skin were forgotten. Her 
bum did not feel so protected now, 
and as they rode down to the small 
basement store room, Wendy 
thought of Mummy, Daddy and the 
rest of her set who were all due to 
pass, and probably would. Only 
Wendy would be left out of the rat- 
race winners. Already she accepted 
that her bottom was a very 
vulnerable part of the anatomony 
and that perhaps the idea that she 
was ‘no way going to expose it for 
a spanking’ was a hastily thought 
up reaction and that after all, if Dr 
Meredith really was into meting 
out her own brand of punishment 
then Wendy would indeed have to 
drop her pretty brief panties and 
she would also indeed have to bend 
her bottom for the good Doctor to 
smack. 


Down the darkened basement 
passage, the doctor following 
behind the curvy Wendy was stu- 
dying probably the shapeliest bot- 
tom in the hospital. The hoity toi- 


ty young nurse was about to get her 
cummupence. They were from dif- 
ferent sides of the tracks these two. 
The doctor worked and slaved 
hard for her degree; this young 
snooty nosed bitch had been born 
with a silver spoon in her mouth 
and was probably waiting for some 
wealthy doctor to propose. Like 
her mother. But this dishy nose in 
the air bitch was due for some tam- 
ing and Dr Meredith was well 
adapted to meting out the right 
taming. 


"This is the one,’ Wendy pulled the 
~ wheelchair to a wall inside the 
door. 


Dr Meredith kicked the wheel at 
the front and it-spun freely. 


‘I'm not a mechanic in such mat- 
ters, but it appears alright to me.’ 


"Well it was snagging the other 
night,’ Wendy blushed as she felt 
her hopes sinking and her excuses 
becoming lamer by the second. 


‘I hate liars. I hate nurses who 
screw around on the wards, 
especially my wards,, and I hate it 
when you try to squirm out of 
responsibility. Not much to recom- 
mend you for a responsible posi- 
tion like an SRN, is it?’ the doctor 
told her. 


‘Oh, please,'. 
helplessly. 


Wendy whined 


There was silence, and Wendy, 
blushing furiously with the Doctor 
appearing to study the wheel chair 
shaking her head slowly. 


‘It was a silly thing for me to do. 
I am sorry, truly,’ she choked. 


‘It was a naughty thing for you to 
do. A very naughty thing." 


Wendy felt that this was the in- 
troduction to the ultimate point 
where she would be proved just 
how naughty this act was! She was 
like a trapped animal. There was no 
way out, none whatsoever. The 
thought that she might fail her SRN 
was just unthinkable. The idea of 
having her bottom spanked was 
unpleasant, but at least it was by far 
the better solution. 


Alright, so her modesty and digni- 
ty would most certainly be punc- 
tured, but it would only be tem- 


I behaved 
like a very, 


very naughty 
girl. 
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porary, and of course there would 
be the pain, but pain tends to go 
off. The idea of not passing her 
SRN, no matter how unfair the 
reasons, were intolerable to even 
contemplate. 


"Don't you agree that it was very, 
very naughty?" 


“Yes, Doctor,’ she blushed and 
squirmed. 


‘Admit it. Admit that you behaved 
like a naughty girl.’ 


‘I did. I behaved like a very 
naughty girl, Wendy complied 
miserably 


"You know what I think I should 
do, do you? 


Oh Lord, no. No. Please, please no, 
Wendy thought. My bottom is 
much too attractive to show off for 
a spanking. 


‘I don't think I do,’ Wendy hardly 
recognised the strangled sound that 
came from her own mouth. 


‘Let's see if we can direct your 
thinking in the same direction as 


mine,’ the doctor told her. ‘Kneel 
up on the chair.’ 


The brake had been applied now 
and weakly helpless, Wendy slow- 
ly lifted one knee at a time, expos- 
ing perfectly sheer black stockings 
as the hem of her uniform rose 
with the lifting of each knee and 
soon she was kneeling upright. 


‘Now push your bottom back." 


Doctor Meredith was really begin- 
ning to enjoy the situation now, 
and as the superb torso dutifully 
bent, so the uniform tautened with 


the rounding of the shapely 
buttocks. 


‘Now do you know what I think 
should happen to naughty young 
ladies?" 


‘Yes,’ the voice was hardly above 
a whisper as the red faced beauty 
knelt with the bottom purposcful- 
ly back thrust. 


“What do you think should happen 
then.’ 


‘I ought to have my bottom 
smacked.” 


The uniform 
tautened 
with the 
rounding of 
the shapely 
buttocks. 
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Wendy could not recall a situation 
where she felt so abj 
miserable. It was all too humi 
for words. To have to stay like that 
and then to decree her own 
punishment. 


‘But we ought to have this uniform 
raised first." 


Hopelessly inadequate to deal 
defensively, Wendy remained as 
the whole of her torso blushed in 
shame as her uniform was raised to 
reveal perfectly delightful columns 
of lovely thighs. The brief white 
panties with coloured borders 
round the hem showed small wisps 
of hair and the punishing doctor let 
her stay like that for a while to 
enhance the terrible shame of her 
situation. It did not help Wendy 
one little bit when the palm slow- 
ly stroked over the tight material 
of her panties as though gauging 
the pliancy of the bottom itself and 
the amount of punishment it could 
take. 


If Wendy felt horror at that mo- 
ment, it compared with nothing 
when she felt her waistband slow- 
ly being hauled further and further, 
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slowly at that, down over the rich 
moons of her backward thrusting 
bottom. 


‘Oh по. 
choked. 


Please, please, no,’ she 


Why she bothered to object, she 
did not know, because once the 
descent of her panties had started, 
so it continued until the garment 
formed an underlined emphasis im- 
mediately beneath the cheeks of 
her most attractive nates. 


And again, that hand, that palm 
stroking freely where it wanted 
with the doctor insisting for a 
minute that the knees stayed 
spread apart. Wendy felt her 
breathing getting more and more 
restricted as her body responded 
most naturally to the caressing of 
her lower limbs. 


She did not think the doctor in- 
tended to caress, but felt that she 
was still ‘testing’ the supple cheeks 
for pliant strength, but it made no 
difference whatsoever to the 
response of her body. Hot throbb- 
ing aches started to ripple in 
wavelets through her down there 
and she wondered if the doctor 


was aware just how near her finger 
tips were to the soft spot of her 
quim! 


When the very first spank she had 
ever received stung the right nate, 
Wendy gasped out an 'OW'. It was 
more in surprise than in pain. But 
the next time she called out ‘OW’ 
was most certainly in pain. That 
third or was it fourth spank hurt 
and delivered by a well practised 
spanker, it had landed on the 
previous three spanks; all delivered 
only to the right bum cheek. 


‘OW. No...please...No bum hurt." 
she called out. 


'Surprise, surprise, the doctor 
sneered. 


Spank. Spank. Splatt. Spank, spank, 
spank. 


Now the other cheeks was feeling 
the sting, but because it was shared 
did not mean that it lessened. 
Gradually the legs started to want 
to kick about and the bottom too 
took on the age old ritual of 
thrusting backwards and forwards, 
side to side, ensuring that the 
spanking doctor enjoyed a perfect 


۱1۱۱۱۱۷ 
5 لا 


Me 
MN 
mU 


NS 
y 
S 
N 


ZN f 


С 


1111 


Wendy was 
gasping 
helplessly. 


view of what a real spanking can 
produce in a human being. 'Now 
stand up,' she snapped. 


Acclimatised by the disciplinary 
treatment to be obedient, Wendy 
hastily scrambled to her feet and 
felt the panties slip down a little 
lower. She told to part her 
ankles and to get her head right 
down. It was too awful and now 
the reddened checks rounded 
perfectly and getting the weight 
onto both legs, which were ram 
rod straight, she could not realise 
that she was now more exposed 
from the rear than she had ever 
been. Another s n of feeling 
round the cheeks of her bum and 
this was beginning to have a most 
peculiar effect on the spanked 
uniformed nurse. 


She was more confused than ever 
as the Doctor's hand constantly 
stroked over the burning skin of 
her blazing bottom. She felt that 
she had been sat on a hot plate, and 
yet, the paradoxical sensation of a 
caressing hand was stirring her up 
emotionally. It was just not possi- 
ble and from her bent over position 
she looked towards her own up- 
thrust bottom to see the look of 
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pleasurable delight on the doctor's 
attractive face. Still that hand acted 
like a baton it conducted the 
symphony of passion and pain on 
the nurse's red buttocks. 


When the caressing ceased, Wen- 
dy knew that the interval that had 
interspaced the spanking was over. 
The furnace was about to be stok- 
ed up again. She was right. The 
spanking continued in a more 
leisurely manner now. Not so 
many to the minute! The tempo 
might have slowed down, but the 
resulting sting was most certainly 
increased. Each spank made Wen- 
dy cry out and to keep time with 
her cries, her bottom wriggled, 
thrust and jiggled crazily. Not on- 
ly from side to side now, but 
backwards and forwards in a 
similar enactment as though she 
was screwing! 


Doctor Meredith saw the heated 
state of both areas. One a bright red 
and the groove that was a base 
looked slick and oily. 


Wendy was gasping helplessly 
when the hand ceased the spank- 
ing but she seemed to freeze into 
astatue when the hand went lower 


than the curve of her bottom to the 
ible area between her 


! she gasped when she felt the 
ting finger tips going to the 
centre of her crutch. 


She hated the reaction of her own 
body right then, because it seem- 
ed to rise in an erotic sense. And 
to her horror she felt that she could 
not prevent her bottom from 
thrusting back as though to 
welcome the invasion of the clever 
digits as they stroked, plucked and 
played freely with the damp heat 
of the helpless nurse who was get- 
ting fruitier by the second. 


‘I'm not а girlie girl,’ she wailed in 
a hopeless tone. 


"No, I'm sure you are not,’ the doc- 
tor responded through tight lips. 


*Oooohhher....' Wendy could not 
surpress the sound of surprised 
pleasure as the fingers sank where 
a man’s member would normally 
enter her body. 


The doctor smiled broadly when 
she saw how Wendy once again 


started the backward and forward 
movement of her hips as though to 
get the fingers deeper and deeper 
into her tight quim 


Ohbhh Mmmm. oh Lordie | I 
like it E like it. she cried as her 
body surrendered completely 


The doctor staved with her all the 
way and then told Wendy that she 
would get more treatment of the 
same ilk later that week 


You have vour SRN now. Doctor 

Meredith was telling her three 
months after that first spanking 
and incidentally the second spank 
ing that she had taken later in the 
week 


Yes. Wendy blushed 


She had not been spanked atter that 
second time, and her duties had 
precluded her ever being involved 
with that Doctor again Now, as at 
Stuff nurse, she was given more 
stable duty times 


| wonder if that chair was ever 
repaired?” she asked 


I wonder. the Doctor smiled 
Perhaps 1 ought to go down and 
see You know things have been 
known to stand down there 
forever betore the engineer repairs 
them 


When are vou thinking of; 


After duty this evening. Wendy 


blushed 


Doctor Meredith was not surpris 
ed to sec that shapely Staff Nurse 
as she was now. kneeling in the 
chair when she walked into the 
room 


Amazing what a little excitement 
а bottom spanking can produce 


Shall I take my panties down. or 
will you? 


Oh. I think I can manage. the doc 


tor smiled 


And will you stroke my bottom 
first. before vou spank it? 


Only if vou say please 


Mmmm oh. ses please Please 
stroke my bottom betore vou give 
mc a really good spanking 


Phat is exactly what the doctor 
ordered and that is exactly what 
Wendy got She still made plenty 
of responses اک‎ and 
OWERCH but that was the reac 
tion of her mouth and did not 
necessarily the same responses of 
her body Knees wide apart. her 
bottom fully thrust back and with 
the strong descending palm of the 
doctor gradually stirring up two 
types of heat. pain and passion 
Wendy ensured that her hips thrust 
about in a sinewy motion. but the 
emotional state of her sexual ran 
diness was something she would 
never have believed could happen 


It had happened twice before The 
first two occasions she had put 
down to experience, and then she 
was not too sure. But the third 
response, even better than the first 
two. were proving that there is a 
pleasure in spanking. And she did 
not care whether the doctor was 
enjoving herself or not. Wendy 
most certainly was! 


A GENTLEMAN'S PLEASURES 


The Second World War was of course 
a great watershed in British life, chang- 
ing social and working patterns in an 
abrupt and major way forever. The 
motor car and the television set, home 
refrigerators and washing machines: 
these were all scarcely known before 
the war. On the other hand there were 
servants: domestic servants in their tens 
of thousands. In the houses of the ri 
and aristocratic but also in very large 
numbers in modest suburban dwellings. 
A man or family of very ordinary 
means could afford to keep a girl, a 
maid. After the war all that suddenly 
changed; domestic help became im- 
possibly expensive to the ordinary man, 
with the labour shortage and many 
other possibilities now open to the 
average English working girl. In 1938, 
say, she was cheap and available. 


In 1938 she could be had for a few 
shillings a week. For that price she 
would get half a day off a week and 
think herself lucky and apart from that 
she would be there at the beck and call 
of her employer 24 hours a day. She 
would no doubt think she was lucky if 
that employer was reasonably con- 
siderate and treated her like a human 
being. On the other hand he might not. 
He might treat her like a slave, a non- 
person to be kept working every hour 
of the day. Or alternatively what he 
might want would be a sort of sex-toy: 
a pretty, shapely thing in silk stockings 
and high heels, another non-person 
really, something kept to provide titilla- 
tion and sexual pleasure. 


Whatever their circumstances they 
were there in their tens of thousands 
in that England which is now gone 
forever. Storm clouds of war might be 
brewing up, about to wipe that life-style 
away, sweep all those girls out of the 
modest, suburban-respectable houses. 
But for the moment nothing has chang- 
ed. They are all there, all obediently 
doing whatever they are told to do 


* * * 


What category of girl did Stanley Sim- 
ford want? That was what Susan’s 
mother asked herself and so no doubt 
did Susan herself. Mr Simford looked 
and spoke like a respectable and plea- 
sant gentleman: pleasant-looking with 
glasses, soberly dressed, fortyish pro- 
bably Margery Dalvey thought. He cer- 
tainly didn't seem likely to be a slave- 
driver — or alternatively a man who 
would wish to do other unpleasant 
things. No that you could necessarily 
tell of course. And he seemed all right 
to Susan too, but then Susan Dalvey 
was only 18 with not a lot of experience 
to go on. She would go along with what 
her mother said, as in 1938 18 year old 
girls did rather than thinking they could 
do just what they liked. Susan had had 
some experience of domestic work but 
only part-time, not as a regular live-in 
maid, That was what Mr Simford 
wanted. And Susan was in need of a 
proper, regular position of some sort. 
She and her mother had indeed been 
looking at job adverts. 


It was an unusual situation of course. 
They were on holiday and so was Mr 
Simford. Bournemouth. A week’s holi- 
day for the Dalveys and Mr Simford 


said he had already been there a week 
plus this other one that they were stay- 
ing. Not at the same accommodation: 
the Dalveys were at a modest bed and 
breakfast establishment whereas 
Stanley Simford, in the financial situa- 
tion of someone who could afford a 
maid, was in a proper hotel. The first 
half of their week was what we come 
to expect from English holiday 
weather: a stiff cool wind and overcast, 
with some rain. So that when they went 
on the beach they were all well wrap- 
ped up against the elements. Maybe if 
the weather had stayed like that Stanley 
Simford would never have noticed 
Susan. But on Thursday the weather 
relented. The wind dropped and there 
was a blue sky. And as it happened 
Stanley Simford had chanced to take 
à deck-chair close to where the Dalveys 
had set themselves. Susan was finally 
in her swimming costume. So was her 
younger brother but no doubt Mr Sim- 
ford was not looking at her brother 


It was a simple one-piece navy-blue 
costume that perhaps did not show as 
much bare flesh as some ladies swim- 
suits were going to show in po 
years; but it was tightly form. 


fitting. 
It clearly revealed the shape of this 
pretty blonde girl underneath. A shape 
that was slim-waisted but well-fleshed 


out in all the right parts. And when the 
suit was wet — and Susan twice with 
the sun at last shining made brief forays 
with her bother into the briskly cool 
water — it moulded her body even 
more intimately, like a second skin, to 
plainly show the nipples of her high, 
firm boobs and reveal everything of the 
curves and the bisecting cleft of Susan's 
bottom. Stanley Simford had seated 
himself in that deck-chair by chance on- 
ly yards away. How fortunate. He 
missed nothing of the action: as Susan 
dried herself, briefly struggled playful- 
ly with her brother, and then stretch- 
ed out on her towel 

Was there a coquettish glance or two 
at the stranger seated those few yards 
away? At any rate the stranger a little 
later got into conversation. Not with 
Susan but with the elder Dalveys, 
Margery and Jim. General small talk 
What a lovely day; how long were they 
staying; that sort of thing. Later on of 
course... 


Susan went to stay with Mr Simford 
a week later. A small town in Essex: 
a recently built semi in a quiet subur- 
ban street. He wanted a live-in maid, 
a girl to keep the place clean and tidy 
and cook his breakfast and an evening 


meal. Margery Dalvey had said yes 
Susan could cook, but nothing 
elaborate. Mr Simford replied that that 
was quite good enough. They had bei 
in the lounge of his hotel where 
Margery and Jim and Susan had gone 
on the Friday evening to discuss with 
Mr Simford his proposals for Susan. 
To discuss and to agree: the sum that 
was proposed as wages might seem to 
us laughably small but to Susan and her 
parents was generous for an untrained 

ar old. The agreement was seal- 
ed with a drink on Mr Simford's а 
count: a pint of bitter for James Dalvey 
and a sweet sher 


and his eyes behind the gl 
at Susan 


What were his thoughts? Of the bacon 
and egss that she was going to prepare 
for his breakfast — or of her youthful 
but ripening body in the wet navy-blue 
swimming costume? There had been 
only the one day, the Thursday, nice 
enough for that. Friday had been cold 
again and tomorrow the holiday would 
be over. Bacon and eggs and an even- 
ing meal, and the dusting and polishing 
etc. Was that all that Stanley Simford 
was going to want from pretty Susan 
Dalvey? What did she thing? 


Probably Susan thought very much the 
same as all those other girls when they 
started out: in fact not really knowing 
what to think or expect but no doubt 
à bit scared at going off into the 
unknown. But they would all find out 
very soon what their employer required 
of them. For Susan some idea came on 
her first evening in Mr Simford's neat 
new house. At about 9.30. When the 
door of her room opened and Mr Sim- 
ford came in. 


He had told Susan to go up and get an 
early night. She was going to have to 
get up early in the morning, at 7, to 
start her duties and perhaps also she 
was tired after the train journey. Susan 
wasn't tired but she did as she was told. 
She had put her pyjamas on and was 
about to get into the little bed. Then 
Mr Simford came abruptly in. He had 
just remembered, he said. He should 
take some measurements for her 
uniform. He had a tape measure in his 
hand. Susan was told to take her py- 
jamas off. 


It was a shock all right but Susan didn't 
refuse. Thoughts no doubt sped hotly 
through her head of what Mr Simford 
might be planning to do when he had 
her nude in this little bedroom; 
thoughts of things other than 
measurements, but Susan did what she 
was told. If Mr Simford said she had 
to take her pyjamas off so that he could 
take measurements then she had to do 


it 

What he in fact did when Susan had the 
pyjamas off was put his big male hands 
all over her flinching nude body. His 
hands at Susan’s high, firm tits? at the 
shivering roundnesses of her bottom; 
also and not least at the blonde bush 
of her pussy. The excuse for all this 
was of course that Mr Simford was tak- 
ing measurements but he made no at- 


tempt to disguise the fact that it was on- 
ly an excuse and what he was really in- 
terested in was getting his hands on her 
most intimate parts. 


Susan stood as still as she could. 
Trembling, because she had never ex- 
perienced anything like this before; but 
standing still and letting it happen. For 
all susan knew what was happening 
was the normal thing; that is although 


Mr Simford was taking advantage like 
this and clearly didn't need to have his 
hands in those places, perhaps it was 
the usual thing. It was what a girl had 
to expect. And in this Susan was cor- 
rect. Or at least it was certainly not an 
uncommon thing. Stanley Simford was 
simply taking pleasure in what he was 
paying a not entirely inconsequential 
weekly sum for. And Susan was cer- 
tainly not the only young maid to hve 
to submit to such treatment. 


Mr Simford, smiling, said, ‘I saw what 
a nice shape you had in your swimm- 
ing costume, Susan. I couldn't help 
thinking then how nice you'd look with 
it off. And I daresay there were a few 
other men on the beach thinking the 
same thing. Don't you? 


Red-faced Susan didn't have any 
answer. Stanley Simford groped her 
bottom. *Have you had this smacked 
very much, my dear?’ 


* * * 


He gave Susan her first spanking the 
next day, after he had got back from 
the office. Mr Simford was eating out 
this evening so Susan didn't have to ex- 
ercise her somewhat limited culinary 
skills. The spanking was not for any 
particular shortcoming but because 
Stanley Simford thought that she should 
have one, to keep her up to the mark, 
he said. In fact it was because he felt 
like spanking her, he had felt like 
spanking her ever since watching 
Susan's bottom in the skin-tight swim- 
suit on the beach, it was as simple as 
that. Stanley Simford indeed had 
thoughts of doing it most days, if not 
every day. Therefore he was going to 
start now. Susan was told to take off 
her skirt and knickers. That morning 
he had taken her out to get her uniform. 
A white blouse and black skirt; black 
silk stockings with a black suspender 
belt and black silk knickers. Shiny 
black high-heeled shoes — which were 
decorative but not really suitable for 
housework. Finally a little maid's cap 
and a frilly apron completing the out- 
fit. The skirt and the knickers now had 
to come off. 


Susan obediently did as she ws told. 
What Mr Simford was telling her to do 
did not come as any great surprise. 
There was what he had said last night 
when he was measuring her — and 
groping her. Have you have this spank- 
ed very much? And of course for a 
maid to have her bottom spanked — or 
caned for that matter — was not 
something too extraordinary. 


Employers did spank maids' bottom. 
Including bare bottoms. Susan bit her 
lip and did what she was told. 


They were in the living room which in 
the afternoon Susan had busily polish- 
ed and dusted as she had the rest of the 
house. Not quite dressed as she was 
now but with an overall on top and 
wearing flat-heeled shoes and a cheaper 
pair of stockings, but before Mr Sim- 
ford came home Susan had to be as she 
was now, in her best outfit. She had 
brought him a drink as soon as he was 
in the house. Sipping it Stanley Sim- 
ford told her: he was going to spank 
her bottom. 


Standing before Mr Simford who was 
sitting on one of the recently polished 
chairs Susan removed her apron, then 
skirt, finally knickers. Her hands 
automatically came across to cover the 
exposed blonde bush. Mr Simford 
beckoned her forward, close to him. 
His hand pushed her hands away...and 
took hold of what she was covering. 


*Mustn't be shy, Susan. Must we?’ 


The hand went right in between the 
quivering bare thighs, rubbing along 
the line of Susan's slit. She gave a lit- 
tle squeak. His fingrs without warning 
at her most sensitive and private part 
sent great shock waves through her. 
She felt as if her knees were going to 
collapse. Mr Simford, fingers intimate- 
ly stroking, asked matter-of-factly. 
*Have you been a busy girl this after- 
noon, Susan?" 


She squeaked some sort of reply. Susan 
was conscious that she had become 
wet. The awful fingers slipped inside. 
Mr Simford's soft voice asked. ‘Do 
you like this, my dear?' She desperately 
shook her head. He smiled. ‘I’m sure 
you do. I expect you do it yourself. 
Mmmm?’ 


Scarlet-faced now, Susan shook her 
head again — although she did do it 
sometimes and indeed had done it last 
night in bed after the trauma of the 
measuring session. Those 
measurements had been awful but not 
as bad as this. He hadn't done this, not 
actually...this. Her body felt red-hot — 
from embarrassment and also arousal. 
She was going to collapse, in a heap 
on the floor... 


But before that could happen the hand 
came away. And Mr Simford was pull- 
ing Susan down over his lap. Blonde 
head down and youthful bare bottom 
up. She was going to get the spanking 


now — and in a way it camne as a relief 
after what the hand had been doing. 
Susan couldn't collapse now, seh was 
firmly supported across Mr Simford's 
trousered thighs. His hand was at her 
upturned bottom, fondling the quiver- 
ing flesh. Then it cracked down. 
Susan's breath shot out in a yelping 
gasp. It hurt. It really hurt, with her 
whole body hot and throbbing it hurt 
а lot more than it otherwise would 
have. As the second one cracked down 
the thought shot through her head: 
Perhaps Mr Simford had done that 
awful other business to get her in a state 
where she'd feel the spanking more. 
But whether he had or not...didn't 
make any difference. Susan tried to 
concentrate on handling the surging 
pain. She didn't want to cry... 


She was crying by the time Stanley 
Simford had finished, though. She 
couldn't help it, what with that business 
before and then the dreadful pain in her 
poor bottom. Because Mr Simford had 
done it just about as hard as he could 
it seemed. Susan didn't think she would 
be able to stand up when it was finally 
over. But as it happened she didn't have 
to, not immediately. Mr Simford pulled 
her onto his lap: this time in a sitting 
position. 


“Big girls mustn't cry,’ he said, his 
hand fondling her tits. 


After he'd had her on his lap for a while 
Mr Simford said he's like another 
drink. Susan was told to put the apron 
back on but not the skirt or knickers. 
Mr Simford had his drink — and then 
decided he would like to spank Susan's 
bottom again. 


Perhaps the spanking wasn't quite as 
hard this time. If it wasn't the reason 
could be that Stanley Simford now had 
other pleasures squarely in his head. 
The first spanking and then having her 
on his lap, plus also the couple of 
drinks, had got Stanley nicely arous- 
ed. He wasn't due to go out for an 
hour. And he might as well get her 
started. Yes the spanking this time was 
not as hard and did not last as long. 
After it they went upstairs, Susan's 
employer following her with eyes fix- 
ed on her flexing, still bare and now 
nicely glowing bottom. 


Into that little bedroom, for Stanley 
Simford's enjoyment of other 
pleasures. Nothing unusual of course. 
No doubt many other employers of 
pretty servant girls were on this warm 
evening in August 1938 partaking of 
very similar pleasures. 
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BEST MEDICINE 


The revealation hit Sister Phillipa like a blast 
of heat on an ice glazier. Up to that moment, 
she had felt that her position was impregnable 
and that her own practises of personally ad- 
ministrating disciplinary measures to naughty 
young nurses had retained a sure secrecy bet- 
ween she and the erring girls themselves. It was 
simply that because of her authority, and 
because she was able to make or break a girl's 
career, the option that she had offered was a 
simple choice of a bad report or a stinging bot- 
tom. The aspiring trainee nurses were never 
in doubt as to what course they would rather 
choose, and they always, without fail, selected 
the humiliation of shame of dropping their 
knickers for Sister Phillipa's alternative. Spank- 
ed bottoms soon cleared up, a bad report 
stayed forever. But two nights ago, she had 
trapped a particularly lovely young nurse 
trainee into accepting a spanked bottom and 
also, because the girl was that extra bit 
adorable, Sister Phillipa had let her own emo- 
tions run away with her and as well as the 
spanking, the girl had been talked into remov- 
ing every stitch so that the judicating Sister was 
able then to feel the girl in a most unprofes- 
sional manner, discipline or not! 

As the cheeky delightful nurse was leavint 
the Sister's private apartment, she had tearfully 
told the Sister that she was going to see Mr 
Newell, the senior administrator. Mr Newell 
was not only the administrator for this large 
teaching hospital but also fo the whole Coun- 
ty Group. He was a very big wheel indeed. 

‘And what makes you think that he will 
believe you after I have put my side?’ the Sister 
had sneered. 

‘Because he is my mother's brother, that's 
why?' the red faced girl had blurted out. 

Sister Phillipa had blinked back the first 
shock wave of surprise at this unexpected item 
of news. Why hadn't she been made aware that 
there was a relation of the Directorship of the 
group among her charges? Usually a sister 
would be made aware of any ‘peculiarities’ 
regarding the nurses whom she was expected 
to teach. Now this wretched girl had not only 
been spanked, bare bottom and all, but also had 
been made to receive some very strong caress- 
ing whilst she had been bending over the chair. 

The sister was chewing her lower lip in her 
shamed misery when the call came to visit the 
administration block and would she please go 
directly to Mr Newell's office on the top floor. 
This floor was a hallowed place. The official 
corridor of power and the very decor, the thick 
plush carpets bespoke that in this place careers 
were decided, made and broken. 

She could have been a thousand miles away 


from the hospital itself, so different was the 
outlook from these lofty places. Each step took 
her nearer to the one office she wanted to 
avoid, took her toward that inevitable confron- 
tation to answer for her 'sins'. 

'Sister Phillipa,' the secretary spoke into a 
communicating instrument. 

'Send her in, the response had no 
friendliness about it at all. 

She walked through the highly polished door 
and her feet felt wooden and her body felt as 
though she wanted to relieve herself on the 
spot. She could envisage the whole of her pro- 
mising career evaporating like steam from a 
boiling kettle. His manner was slightly colder 
than frosty! His stone cold stare studied her 
above the rim of his horn rimmed glasses. Mr 
Newell disguised his surprise with professional 
ability. He had expected something entirely dif- 
ferent than this rather shapely young woman 
now standing before him. Her blushing 
countenance added to her curvy torso which 
was clearly displayed by the crisp fitting 
uniform. 

At twenty four years and six months of age, 
Sister Phillipa could be justly proud of her 
statuesque body and she looked after it 
lovingly. 

‘Sister Phillipa,’ Mr Newell was a man of few 
words. ‘Nurse Treadwell and the report she has 
given me. True or false?’ his piercing eyes now 
looked her straight in the eye. 

"Well, sir X 

"Don't mess about with me Sister. True or 
false?’ he snapped. 

‘Lam not sure what report you are referring 
to,' she hedged. 

"This business about a smacked bottom and 
then indulging in a little lesbian horseplay after- 
wards, he enlightened her without any 
nonsense at all. Sister Phillipa could oly feel 
the added blushes filling her already hot 
cheeks. 

‘I can see that they were true,’ he snapped. 

Her shame faced reaction had been a dead 
give away. He was very stern faced and his eyes 
showed her his utter contempt for the manner 
in which she had abused her position. 

"If she had come to me and told me that you 
had spanked her because she had done 
something totally bad then I would have sent 
her packing, niece or not. But I cannot con- 
done this lesbian messing about business,' she 
told her. And she was duly surprised at the 
former part of his remarks. 

"You see Sister, I am of the old school. I 
believe that a spanking, a caning even will pro- 
bably do a girl a lot more good than all the time 
wasting chat. So your little practises of 
punishing nurses, and I do believe that my 


niece is not the first one, ould have met with 
my approval. As it stands, you have overstep- 
ped the mark and let your emotions run away 
with you." 

‘It won't happen again, sir, I promise,’ she 
choked. 

"You're damn right it won't. 1 am going to 
recommend to Matron that you are dismissed 
with a discredited record,' he waved her off. 

‘Oh no! Please. You can't,’ she sobbed dry 
€yed and in a state of despair. 

Mr Newell looked at her in apparent surprise. 
His eyes showed again that he was not used to 
having arguments thrown at him. Naturally he 
was quite delighted too! He had used the ploy 
that he agreed with disciplinary measures to 
bait her and it was beginning to work. The very 
idea of having this delectable senior sister in 
a state of ‘willing submission’ was one that he 
found very appealing. 

‘Sorry, but I can think of no alternative,’ he 
shrugged his shoulders as though he really 
could think of no other way out. 

‘But surely, sir if you agree with corporal 
punishment then the alternative is obvious,’ she 
choked helplessly realising that she was now 
in a similar situation that she place erring young 
nurses in, 

He seemed to be musing this over; only for 
effect though. His mind had been made up as 
soon as he had set eyes on her. He shook his 
head as though he did not think it was worth 
considering. Best to let her plead for a little 
longer! 

‘Please, Mr Newell, please,” she choked 
again. ‘If you felt that you could manage to 
punish me yourself; anyway you choose; then 
I would much rather accept it from you than 
to be dismissed from the service,’ she was really 
imploring him by now. If she thought it would 
have helped she would have gone on her knees 
there and then on the spot. 

‘I think you merit a really good thrashing. 
On your bottom. No knickers, and a 
thoroughly good caning,’ he announced and 
yet he was still able to convey a reluctance to 
resort to her suggestion! 

‘Yes sir, whatever you say,’ she was half 
relieved. 

Her eyes opened now in pure misbelief when 
he opened his drawer and produced a really 
menacing thin whippy cane. Where did he pro- 
duce that from and why was it there? The ques- 
tions did not really matter. The fact that he had 
such an instrument was sufficient proof to her 
that he was quite well able and equipped to off- 
set her own actions with the girls by some 
stringent methods of his own. 

‘Turn round Sister,’ he told her without the 
slightest trace of tone loss in his voice. 

Slowly, but not too slowly, she turned her 
back towards him. 

Mr Newell's eyes studied the shapely back 
view especially where the cheeky orbs of her 
bottom thrust tightly against the clasping blue 
material of her uniform. It was going to be truly 
delightful to see what lay beneath. 

‘Lift your uniform. All the way up to your 
waist,’ he managed to retain that calm 


authoritarian tone as though having young 
ladies expose themselves was an everyday ex- 
perience. His eyes did not leave the hem of her 
uniform as it rode higher and higher. She felt 
the terror of her humiliation and shame as she 
uncovered more and more of her thighs and 
then the whole of her panty covered bottom 
was on view. She stood, her hands clutching 
the uniform at the side so as to give him the 
full exchibited freedom of display of stockings, 
suspender and tight fitting panties. 

"Drop your panties, please Sister,’ he enjoyed 
giving such instructions especially when the 
young person had literally insisted on being 
treated like this. 

Awkwardly, timidly and expressing her em- 
barrassment at being in such a situation, the 
hapless Sister lowered her panties until the 
whole area of the unpunishable orbs were 
revealed. She tensed when she heard him mov- 
ing from his desk towards her shamefully ex- 
posed body. He stood to her side and made no 
disguise of the fact that he was looking down 
at the soft curled nest of hair at the junction 
of her legs. This caused heated shame waves 
to flood through her body. It was just too awful 
to have to stand like this whilst he peered as 
freely as he chose at the soft thatch of her pubes 
as she postured, ankles apart and her hands 
unable to cover her modesty. But stand she 
must and stand she did. 

‘Now bend over and touch your toes,’ he 
directed her next shameful stance. She clench- 
ed the ntes tightly together as though to pro- 
tect them. But this did not prevent him from 
having a really good feel with his hand as he 
stroked them freely from top to bottom and 
both cheeks were given equal caresses so that 
she found it difficult to retain the tight clen- 
ched protective squeeze-together. And he had 
not told her that she could draw her ankles 
together either so that when he stood im- 
mediately behind her, she was very aware of 
the exhibition she was making with her soft 
vulva area. Please don't let him touch me there, 
yet if he does, I will not be able to complain 
to stop him. But it was not a caress that she 
felt; instead a most severe hot line ignited in 
sheer tormenting searing pain across both 
cheeks and her mouth expressed a demented 
sound of reaction. Sister Phillipa had never 
realised how painful a cane across the cheeks 
of one's bare bottom could sting and bring to 
mind the resolution never to be naughty again. 
By the dozen's end, she had forgotten all about 
being a senior Sister and she was tired of her 
hips writhing and twisting. Her voice had pro- 
mised all sorts of things and her eyes were soak- 
ing with tears as she thrust back and forwards 
not caring one jot that the vulva was not only 
freely on view, but also that it had appeared 
to offer an even more advantageous presenta- 
tion from the small orifice all the way through 
to the pubic bush because she had pushed it 
back so forcefully. And when he had completed 
the twelve, Sister Phillipa had not been the least 
bit slow in shedding every stitch and again 
showing her body in a completely different 
position as she lay back on the desk. 


47 


UNIFORM 
IRLS 


The TV rental was paid once a month 
Perhaps if it had been weekly it would 
have been less of a problem, a smaller 
amount and the routine of paying it 
each week so that you got used to it, 
without the fool's paradise of three 
weeks without payment. Of course if 
Monica had been prudent, a better 
manager, she would have put the 
money aside each week. She did try 
that but knowing it was there she 
couldn’t help spending it. She could see 
it coming, finding it harder and harder 
to have the money when it was needed 
at the beginning of the month. It would 
have been much better of course if 
Michael had made the payments rather 
than giving it to Monica with her 
housekeeping money, but at the same 
time she wouldn’t have liked that, she 
would still have been tight. 


It was the fourth payment Monica 
couldn't make. She couldn't pay it, 
simply couldn't. But the man smiled 
and said OK when she said she'd pay 
next time. That was a real relief. 
Monica resolved to start saving im- 
mediately. Somehow, though...when 
the next time came she couldn't make 
either payment. Monica was close to 
tears. But the man was understanding 
again. 


It was the third consecutive missed pay- 
ment when he stopped being understan- 
ding. He was called Mr Latchley, 
manager of the shop, fortyish, pleasant- 
seeming. At least before and he was 
still smiling pleasantly now — as he 
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told Monica if she didn't pay she'd be 
taken to court. But there was an alter- 
native. Mr Latchley explained the alter- 
native as he sat with Monica in their 
lounge sipping his cup of coffee that 
Monica had produced on this Thurday 
morning in the hope that it might 
somehow help her debt to disappear. 
The TV set watched blankly as Mr Lat- 
chley explained. Monica would let him 
screw her and that would wipe out the 
three payments. 'That's a very 
generous offer,” he told her. His hand 
patted Monica's knee 


She felt herself go all hot and cold 
Somehow Monica had never dreamt of 
this suggestion. Not from nice Mr Lat- 
chley. Of course men did think of that 
sort of thing. Monica was a very pret- 
ty girl: big dark eyes and an inviting, 
full mouth, a head of thick brunette 
curls. In addition she had a lovely 
figure, curvaceous but slim-waisted. 
She had had a number of instances of 
men trying to pick her up while shop- 
ping, etc. Naturally Monica had curt- 
ly refused such overtures; a respectable 
young married woman is not interested 
in being picked up by strange men in 
the shopping centre. Equally a respec- 
table young married woman was now 
taken aback when in her own lounge 
Mr Latchley from the TV shop made 
this quite clear proposal. This sugges- 
tion that she should let him fuck her 
in lieu of the TV payments. 


Monica was certainly taken aback, 
shocked. How could Mr Latchley 
possibly suggest such a thing! Red- 
faced she pushed his hand away 
But...could she accept the alternative 
then? Being taken to court. The soft full 
mouth pleaded for some other alter- 
native. (Perhaps just being let off her 
debt — well, Mr Latchley had seemed 
so nice.) But nice Mr Latchley was 
shaking head head. There was no third 
alternative. Simply those two he had 
presented 


Well, what does a young woman do 
when presented with the choice of the 
impossible and the unthinkable? The 
unthinkable...has to be accepted. 
Modest housewifey respectability has, 
for the moment at least, to be forgot- 
ten. An unthinkable little scenario has 
to take place in this neatly respectable 
semi. Sufficiently unthinkable that it 
can't really be happening. Although 
Monica knows it is happening. In the 
bedroom taking all her clothes off 
because Mr Latchley insists on all her 
cloths off. And then being fucked by 
nice Mr Latchley on the bed. After first 
having to take the swollen head of his 
thick penis in that ripe full mouth as 


Fi 
| к 


AN WN 
۱ب‎ 


nil 


Ш 


| 


(| 
iN 


ANI N 
III] 


NN 


a preliminary. And then Mr Latchley 
is on top of her. Inside her. Mr Lat- 
chley who wants to keep talking as he 
does it. ‘It’s not so bad, eh...e, Mrs 
...I like a bit of young mar- 

-better than all your single 


Mr Latchley keeps talking. Monica 
tried to shut her ears to it. And shut 
her mind to this quite unthinkable thing 
that is happening. How will she ever 
be able to look Michael in the face 
when he gets home? 


Somehow Monica did. She didn't know 
how but somehow she did. No doubt 
a desperately guilty look. And surely 
it must be showing all over her face: 
the dreadful truth, the fact that she had 
let awful Mr Latchley screw her, had 
even sucked his penis. Somehow, 
miraculously, Michael didn't seem to 
notice. I'll never do such a thing again 
Monica fervently told herself. 


And she didn't, not with Mr Latchley 
anyway. He called her up soon 
wards, no doubt wanting a rep 
this marvellous ‘bit of young married 
stuff,’ but the agreement was that 
Monica had paid for her three missed 
payments. He tried to persuade her into 
a repeat but didn’t insist. He could have 
threatened to call Michael, Monica 
thought shivering. An anonymous call. 
If he had she would have been too 
scared to say no. Mr Latchley didn't 
do that, though. But Mr Fanling did. 


Mr Fanling. The Uniform Man. 


Monica didn’t have another session 
with Mr Latchley because very soon 
afterwards he was transferred to 
another branch. No doubt if he had 
stayed Monica would soon had been in 
the same position again (i.e. nude on 
her bed underneath him or kneeling 
with that big thing stuck in her ripe 
mouth) because in spite of all her 
resolve she didn't seem to be able to 
save up the TV money. But Mr Lat- 
chley left. And it was then that she got 
the call from the Uniform Man. 
Because Mr Latchley had told the 
Uniform Man. About this choice ‘bit 
of young married stuff’ — that could 
be had. 


Monica met the Uniform Man in a cafe 
in town. He had said he had something 
very important to discuss and she didn't 
want to invite him, a stranger, to the 
house. Monica had no idea what it was 
and had tried to refuse. No, it was very 
important, he said. 


The Uniform Man — he wasn't actually 
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the Uniform Man at this point because 
Monica didn't know about the 
uniforms, he was Mr Fanling — was 
older than Mr Latchley, tall, thin, real- 
ly an ordinary looking man you could 
say. And when Monica, anxious, ask- 
ed, ‘What is it?” he told her right away. 
He knew about Mr Latchley. With col- 
our flooding to her cheeks — she had 
of course considered this possibility — 
Monica tried to deny it. Mr Fanling 
simply grinned and shook his head and 
in any case Monica's flushing face was 
a give-away. He repeated that he knew 
and if he wanted he could write and tell 
her husband. But he was sure Monica 
didn't want that and he didn't want to 
do it either. No, of course not. 


Mr Fanling became the Uniform Man 
on Monica rst visit to his flat. At 
least he lived in a block of flats which 
was more anonymous than а house and 
hopefully no one would notice her go- 
ing in there or if they did wouldn't 
know whe she was visiting: it could be 
a girlfriend or someone. But anyway 
Monica didn't have any choice, not 
with that threat, she had to go. She 
assumed, with a sick feeling, that Mr 
Fanling was going to want the same. 
He was going to screw her; perhaps 
also he was going to make her kneel 
down and suck his cock. But Mr Fanl- 
ing didn't want that. Because he was 
the Uniform Man. 


Mr Fanling was into uniforms. Or 
rather he was into girls, young women, 
in uniforms. This first time it was a 
nurse's uniform. He had a nurse's 
uniform and he said Monica had to put 
it on. A proper nurse's uniform: a star- 
ched blue short-sleeved dress with 
white cuffs and a starched white apron 
that went on top, the bib pinning to the 
front of the dress. One of those little 
white caps. And underwear as well. 
Did nurses actually wear sexy 
underwear like this? A lightweight 
black bra and matching skimpy black 
bikini knickers. A black suspender belt 
for the sheer black nylon stockings. To 
complete the outfit there were shiny 
black high-heeled shoes which just 
about fitted and which surely at least 
a nurse would not wear. All of this 
Monica had to put on. In front of Mr 
Fanling, the Uniform Man. Strip off 
nude and then put this outfit on. In front 
of Mr Fanling in his lounge as he sat 
in his chair and watched. 


When she had it all on Monica had to 
pose. Sexy poses. With the dress lifted 
up and the brief black knickers pulled 
down. Bending this way and that, 
showing her bottom, her pussy, with 
a provocative look on her face. Mr 
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Fanling wanted a provocative look but 
Monica was just feeling sick. She did 
her best, though; this had to be better 
— or at least not as bad — compared 
to what it could be. Being screwed. Be- 
ing made to suck...if this was all Mr 
Fanling wanted — well, it could be 
worse. 


Not much later it was worse. Decidedly 
worse. Because it turned out that the 
Uniform Man was not only interested 
in uniforms. He was also interested in 
spanking. Spanking the girl who was 
wearing the uniform. Spanking her 
bare bottom. Yes. Impossibly awful as 
this seemed, but yes. When he had had 
an extended show of the poses, in all 
the positions that you could think of — 
and in quite a few that Monica would 
prefer not to think of. When he had had 


' this Mr Fanling, somewhat more flush- 


ed now, announced that he was go- 
ing to spank Monica's bottom. 


Monica gave a squeal of fright. No! Mr 
Fanling couldn't. But of course Mr 
Fanling could. He was in the happy 
position of being able to do more or 
less what he wanted. He could screw 
Monica, he could make her suck his 
cock. In this context surely having her 
bare bottom spanked was not such a 
dreadful business. Monica, though, 
was somewhat hysterical by this stage. 
Not really thinking in those logical 
terms. Wildly shaking her pretty 
brunette head. Her big brown eyes 
brimming with tears. Stuttering that Mr 
Fanling couldn't spank her bottom 
because somehow, in the state she was 
in, having her bare bottom spanked 
seemed the last straw, worse even than 
being screwed or having to suck Mr 
Fanling's penis. Mr Fanling, though, 
was not at all deterred by this perfor- 
mance. Did Monica want her husband 
told about Mr Latchley then? he sharp- 
ly inquired. And then grabbing her. 
Pulling Monica over his lap. Grabbing 
the nurse's uniform dress up, round 
Monica's waist. The brief black 
knickers were already down, from the 
last pose. So Monica's splendid ripe 
nates were already bare 


SPLAT!...SPLAT!...SPLAT! 


Holding the struggling Monica tight 
with one arm while his right hand bat- 
tered crisply down. Echoing pistol-like 
cracks. Counterpointed with Monica's 
frantic yells. Yes, hysterical or not, she 
was getting it. 


How could she face Michael after that? 
After those awful poses and then be- 
ing over Mr Fanling's lap, her bottom 
bare and his hard hand slamming into 


it for what seemed like half an hour. 
It did seem worse than being screwed: 
more humiliating. How could she go 
home and cook the supper after spen- 
ding the afternoon like that at Mr Fanl- 
ing's flat? But of course short of run- 
ning away — or alternatively telling 
Michael everything...No, there was no 
option but to try to act normal, as if 
nothing out of the normal had 
happened 


"Had an interesting day?’ Michael ask- 
ed matter-of-factly. No it seemed there 
was nothing in Monica's appearance or 
behaviour to excite Michael's interest. 
Her bottom, of course, was possibly 
still rosily red...but he didn't have to 
see that 


]]) 
7 It wasn't over, naturally. Mr Fanling, 
the Uniform Man, wasn't being 
N UM 2 3 transferred to another town; in fact he 
NW 4 was retired (early retirment) and he cer- 


tainly wasn't going to voluntarily 
move, not now, not after he had had 
his first sample of Monica and she had 
proved to be every bit as choice as Mr 
Latchley had claimed. And he still had 
the same hold over her. Oh now, it 
wasn't over, it had scarcely begun. 


"Twice a week," Mr Fanling said. 'I 
think I'd like to have you round twice 
a week.” There was an hysterical howl 
from Monica on hearing this — but 
what difference did that make? The se- 
cond time Mr Fanling, the Uniform 
Man, had another uniform (he said he 
got them from a theatrical agency) 
This one was a Salvation Army girl 
uniform. With the same sort of 


Army girls didn’t normally w 
this time Mr Fanling didn’t just spank 
Monica's bare bottom. This time he 
had a cane. He caned it as well. 


The cane was impossible. A completely 
different order of trauma from the hand 
spanking. Ten times worse? A hun- 
dred...? Quite possibly. Regardless of 
that Monica had to take it. She couldn't 
say no. Or rather she could but grinn- 
ing Mr Fanling simply ignored it. 


After the Salvation Army uniform there 
was an airline hostess. And then a traf- 
fic warden. A WREN...The Uniform 
Man liked all types it seemed, although 
she was a nurse many, many times with 
different underwear and different poses 
and punishments. The nurse was 
definately his favourite. But there was 
one thing: Monica had no more pro- 
blems with the TV payments. The 
Uniform Man paid them. *A small pay- 
ment for my pleasure,’ he said. ‘We 
don’t want you getting in that sort of 
trouble again, do we?" 


BRITISH SPANKING MAGAZINES 


Now available in the U.S.A. with confidence. 


BLUSHES No.1 to 37 


Young girls in tight situations. General- 
ly 64 pages with 8 in colour. Britain's 
premier spanking mag. Illustrated quali- 
ty pictures. All back numbers available 


JUSTICE No.1 to 55 


Stories and letters in the erotic spanking 
vein, well illustrated 60 pages. All back 
numbers still available. 


ROUE No.54 to 60 


56 pages, 8 in colour. Subtle spanking of 
soft young ladies, sometimes by other 
girls. Only last 6 issues available. 


THE SUPPLEMENT 
No.1 to 24 


Readers couldn't get enough of Blushes 
so out came The Supplement. Great 
photos, excellent quality reading. 56 
Pages. 8 colour. All back numbers 


available. 
JANUS 60 


JANUS No.60 to 66 


Britains oldest spanking mag. A quality 
publication of 56 pages, 8 їп colour. 
Drawings, photos and stories. Last 6 back 
numbers available. 


SPANKING LETTERS No.1 to 38 


60 pages of letters on the erotic spank 
ing scene, many photos of various situa- 
tions. Late back issues available. 


1 magazine for £6 
2 magazines for £11 
3 magazines for £15 
4 magazines for £20 
5 magazines for only £24 


Post within Europe is free (Outside Europe add £1 per item). 


KANE No.34 to 40 


64 pages, 8 in colour of the real en- 
thusiast spankings, using straps and 
canes, more mature models with genuine 
action stills from videos. Last 6 issues on- 
ly still available. 


UNIFORM GIRLS No.1 to 22 


Young girls in various uniforms, and out 
of them, getting their bottoms reddened, 
and more, All back numbers available 


PHOENIX No.33 to 39 


64 pages, 8 in colour. Clear erotic spank- 
ing, strap, cane etc. Last 6 back issues still 
available. 


We try for return of post and certainly send under 


plain cover. 


Make Cheques and PO's payable to: 


‘PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 


